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LOVE ME TONIGHT! 


A wife feels her heart yield 
to another man’s plea 


SCANDAL IN THE FAMILY 


A betrayed woman must 
live with her shame 


FORGIVE OUR GUILT 


Two wild teens with 
blood on their hands 











Mer! Sent for This Money- 
Making Outfit 


FREE! 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


23 3Qoo 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time .. . as much 
as $30.00 in a day? Then mail 
the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 





Add to Your 
Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


You can add many 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders 
for our  beautifully- 
Styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure 
suits and skirts for 
women. Many hus- 
bands sell suits to 
men, their wives sell 
suits and skirts to 
women ... and the 
profits roll in! You 
can too! Outfit con- 
tains styles, prices, 
and simple instruc- 


FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man _ prefers _better-fitting, 
better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when 
you show the many beautiful, high quality fab- 
rics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit 
and style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you 
take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit 
in advance on every order, and build up fine perma- 
nent income for yourself in spare or full time. 


No Experience Needed 
It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 


need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send you 
this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine fabrics 
and everything else you need to start. You’ll say this is the 
greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush the coupon 
today! 





YOUR OWN SUITS 
WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits, top- 
coats, and overcoats without pay- 
ing 1c—in addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do 
we start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it 
easy for you to get your own 
clothes without paying one penny. 
No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don't send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. K-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. K-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
Dear Sir: 

I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush Valuable 
Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE. 


Address 


City 
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Skylark's Fashion Highlights 


Style No. 2710 Style Ne. 2710—PLEAT TRICK. In a wash- 


: able blend of Acrilon and Rayon, tucked 
7-17 898 on the turtleneck collar and bodice. 


8-20 whirling out in a wide sweep of perma- 
ve nent pleats. Powder blue, red, grey. 

Style No. 776—AFTER-FIVE FLATTERER. 

Rayon menswear tapered to a tiny waist 

and slim skirt. In beige, pink or navy 


Style Ne. 204—EVENING JEWEL. Precious 
sophisticate with a princess waist and / Style No. 451 \ 
a burst of gathers low on each hip. Of 9-17 
rustling rayon taffeta that whispers 
: : 10-20 
magically as you dance. Black, pink or 
slate blue. 20 2-28 42 
40-48 
Style Ne. 451 — CLINGING VINE. The 
chemise with a shape .. . your shape. 
displayed to perfection in this smartly 
tailored daytime dress of sleek rayon 
menswear, Trés jaunty, too, with its 
stand-up collar and fake pocket trim. 
A perfect foil for bright scarfs and 
jewelry. Beige, black or red. 


Style No. 776 


9-17 98 
10-20 


20 '2-28'2 
a 


Style No. 204 


9-17 638 


10-20 


20 42-2842 
40-48 


7.98 
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-~ Skylark Originals 
DEPT. 71-€2 , Asbury Park, N. J. 
CO PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 
ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling— 
I save over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 
O C.O.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount 
plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. 
I may return garment in 10 days if not satisfied. 
Style No. | Size | ise Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice 










































FEMININE 
FRESHNESS 


IS YOURS 


anytime— 


anywhere 


Because you use “Lysol” you're as- 
sured of personal cleanliness. Positive 
you won't offend! 


Because “Lysol” ends odor at its 
source by killing odor-causing germs— 
it’s far more effective than any home- 
style douche, including vinegar! 


Because “Lysol” is so mild it can’t 
harm delicate insides. “Lysol” cleanses 
gently, leaves you wonderfully fresh and 
clean! Try it. 

Use “Lysol” brand disinfectant reg- 
ularly. With “Lysol” you’re always sure 
of feminine freshness! 


Now available— 
Pine-Scented “Lysol” 
as well as Regular. 


For free booklet 
(mailed in plain en- 
velope) on doctor- 
approved methods of 
douching, write to: 
“Lysol,” Bloomfield, 
N.J., Dept. T-259. 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 


i Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada 
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EDITOR 


TAN Insurance 


[ read your wonderful magazine as often as 
it is published. I feel that your publication 
may prevent other persons, young and old 
alike, from making the same mistakes that so 
many other unfortunates have made. I, too, 
feel that I could offer a true story to your 
magazine, and hope that someone might profit 
by it. 

Mrs. Mary Nelson 
Trenton, N. J. 


I am 18 and I’ve been reading TAN for many 
years. Through reading them, I have learned 
many worthwhile things. Keep up the good 
work. I know it will help many other girls and 
boys to stay out of trouble. 

Ernestine Paschal 
Knoxville, Tenn. 


‘Best Story’ Nominees 


I have been attracted to reading TAN lately, 
and think it is one of the greatest coloured 
magazines, which I look forward to monthly. 
I read “Any Man’s Woman,” and think it’s one 
of the best stories ever printed. It was a very 
touching story, and I hope other readers did 
enjoy it as I did. 

With kindest regards. 

Nurse B. Campbell 
London, England 


I have just finished reading the wonderful 
story, “Gang Leader’s Girl,” in the December 
issue of TAN. The story was very, very good. 
I have been buying TAN Magazine for a long 
time, and enjoy it very much. I would appre- 
ciate it very much if you print more stories 
like “Gang Leader's Girl.” 

Keep up the good works, and may God bless 
and keep the whole staff, for without their 
help, TAN wouldn’t be what it is—a very 
wonderful, good magazine. 

Miss Yolanda Weaver 


Chicago, Tl. 


I am a constant reader of your TAN Maga- 
zine, and enjoy it very much. I read them as 
fast as you can publish them, and right now 
I am waiting on your next book. 

I just finished reading the conclusion of 
“Love Across The Color Line.” It was a very 
good story, but it shows that we will accept 
the whites quicker and better than they will 
accept us. You are doing great now, and I 
hope you will continue to do so. 

Mrs. Gertie Franks 
West Palm Beach, Fla. 








THERE’S A BRIGHT NEW WORLD of romance 
in a bright, new complexion! 


Be pretty! Be popular! If you 
want to give romance a chance, 
begin with your skin. There is 
no beauty secret more important 
than a clear, bright complexion. 
And there is no surer way to win 
lovely skin than with NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. 


Brighter, clearer skin can be 
yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, 
dark complexion rob you of ro- 
mance. Don’t let oily skin, big 
pores, blackheads cheat you of 
charm. Don’t let a poor complex- 
ion make you look lots older than 
you are. For a change of face, try 
NADINOLA! Nothing—absolutely 
nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways, so fast! 
Don’t keep your beauty a secret! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, and lovelier. 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
the skin cells—works deep down 
within to brighten and lighten 
your complexion, fade weathered 
brown spots, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Your skin feels cleansed and clear- 
ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
ing and glamorous. Friends will 
say you look years younger! 


Two types of Nadinola—one is 
for you! Regular NADINOLA, in 
the black box, is for dry skin. 
NapInoLa Deluxe, in the pink 
box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
with our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money back. NADINOLA, 
Paris, Tennessee. 
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FOR OILY SKIN | 
Nadinola Deluxe is non- 
oily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75 and $1.25 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 75c and $1.25 
















I am a fan of your magazine and I’m inter- 
ested in having new friends, so I decided to 
write your Pen Pal column. I am 21, 5’8” tall, 
and weigh 165 lbs. I am interested in hearing 
from young ladies between the ages of 19 and 
23. My hobbies are reading, music and danc- 
ing. I would appreciate hearing from ladies 
in the States and other places. I will exchange 
photos, and answer all letters promptly. 

Roosevelt Irving 
1421 Montclair St. 
St. Louis, Mo. 


[ would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal club. Writing is a hobby of mine and 
[ will answer all letters promptly. Will gladly 
exchange photos. I am 19 years old, tall, light 
brown complexion. My hobbies are writing, 
music, oil paintings, photography and dress- 
making, to name a few. Would love to hear 
from young men and women from anywhere 
between the ages of 19 and 29. Thank you. 

Elizabeth Goodman 
214 Washington Ter. 
Lexington, Ky, 


I enjoy TAN stories, but most of all I like 
Pen Pals the best and I shall be grateful if 
you would give me a publication in your TAN 
Magazine Pen Pal column. I am a Ghanaian 
ind a young man. I am 25 years of age and 
6” tall. I would like to correspond with girls 
only between 15-22 of any race from all parts 
of the world. All letters will be answered im- 
nediately and will exchange photos. 

Daniel Teye Anetey 
Solicitor’s Chambers 
P. O. Box 1924 
_Lutterodt St. 
Accra, Ghana 

W. Africa 


Every month when magazines arrive at our 

P.X. from stateside, we try if possible to pur- 

hase a TAN, which has impressed us very 

much. You see, we are two lonesome marines 

stranded on this desolated South Pacific isle. 

We would appreciate it very much if you 

vould include our names in your Pen Pals 

ection. We would like to hear from young 

ladies between 17 and 22. Each and every 

etter would be graciously appreciated and 
will be answered. 

Cpl. Pat Reese—1626175 

Cpl. James Washington—1675158 

“A” Co., 3rd MT Bn 

3rd Marine Division FMF 

Yo FPO 


San Francisco, Calif. 


Allow me to introduce myself. My name is 
Hiroshi “Johnny” Kanzaki, aged 22, and I am 
1 Japanese college boy aspiring to correspond 
vith American youths of about my age. 

| have been prompted to write this letter to 
you by a sincere desire to do my share toward 
strengthening even further the ties of friend- 
hip that keep your nation and mine united as 
brothers. I am very eager for knowledge of the 
peoples of the United States, especially Negro. 
Not the kind of knowledge that one finds in 
6 


the geography and history books, but the little 
things that interest young people everywhere— 
how they live at home, the kind of music they 
listen to, the books they read, their hobbies, 
etc. 

I beg you to help me in my quest for knowl- 
edge. It is my strong conviction that the only 
sure road to peace lies in understanding the 
ideals, hopes and dreams, customs and culture 
of the people of other lands. I further believe 
that there is no better way to arrive at this 
goal than by correspondence between the 
youths of different nations whose minds are 
mature enough to understand, and yet not too 
mature as to be fixed and beyond impression. 

This letter—poor as it is—was written with 
these ideals in mind. 

Hiroshi Johnny Kanzaki 
2879 5 chome Setagaya 
Setagaya-ku, Tokyo 
Japan 


Will you please enter my name in your Pen 
Pals column? I am a Negro girl, 19 years of 
age, 5’8”, 115 lbs., black hair and brown eyes. 
I love all sports and music, also dancing. I 
would like to correspond with boys from all 
over the world between the ages of 20 and 25, 
especially servicemen. I promise to answer 
every letter I receive. 

Virginia Carter 
2520 Grays Ferry 
Philadelphia 46, Pa. 


I would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in the Pen Pals section of 
your magazine. I am interested in correspond- 
ing with young ladies between the ages of 27 
and 35. I am 36, nice hair, dark complexion. 
5’6” tall, love all sports. Will answer all letters 
and exchange photos. 

James Thompkins 
67 Halsey Street 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


I would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal club. I am a constant reader of your 
magazine and I think it is great. I am inter- 
ested in corresponding with boys and girls 
between the ages of 17 and 30, also service- 
men. I am 20 years old, 5’8”, weigh 145 lbs., 
medium brown complexion. My hobbies are 
songwriting, dancing and helping others. I 
will answer all letters and will gladly ex- 
change photos. 

William E. Brown 
1307 Scudder Ave. 
Berkeley 21, Mo. 


I am an ardent reader of TAN and would 
sincerely like to be included in your Pen Pal 
column. I would like to correspond with Pen 
Pals from all over the world. 

I am a Negro, 21 years old, 5’4”, with brown 
eyes, black hair and dark complexion. My 
hobbies are writing, dancing and movies. I 
will exchange photos and answer all letters. 
Hoping to hear from Pen Pals soon. 

Ruby Lindsay 

34 Omara Road 

Half Way Tree P. O. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


PHN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to mak 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 






Perhaps I am the first baby sitter, 58 yean 
old, from Boston, applying for Pen Pals. Liy. 
ing at home with my grandson who is sevg 
and in the second grade, I have time to refley 
after meals, lessons, and housecleaning is oye, 
Daughter and son-in-law work out. 

I read, attend the movies, and watch Ty, 
Would welcome correspondence from anybody, 
anywhere, any age. 

John Per 
45 Hollander $ 
Dorchester, Mas, 


I am so interesting about your friendly and 
lovely TAN Magazine, especially Pen Pi 


section. You will be so kind if you print my ] am 
name. I am 20 years old, and would like boy wh 
hear from both friend, males and females, who y 
are interesting in correspondence and pictures, § going ‘ 
I promise to answer all the letters. I thank} pim vei 
you very much. 
Abraham Gawad | He has 
Saud Air Operation j 
Jedda Aina 
Jedda, Saudi Arabia F 


| am a TAN reader and especially enjoy the 
Pen Pal column. I would appreciate it very 
much if you would please print my name in 
your Pen Pal section. I am 16 years old, 
5'54%”" and weigh 145 lbs. I have dark brown 
hair, brown eyes and a tan complexion. | 
would like to correspond with young men be 
tween the ages of 17 and 20. I will gladly an 
swer all letters and exchange photos. 
Robin O’Keith 
5252 Mafiitt 
St. Louis 13, Mo. 
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My name is Robert Lewis, and I am a faith- 
ful reader of TAN. I especially enjoy the 
Pen Pal section, so I decided to write in and 
see if I could obtain a Pen Pal. 

Now for the vital statistics. I am 6'2” and 
weigh 189 lbs. I have brown eyes and black 
hair. My hobbies are reading and math. [ also 
like music and sports, My favorite sport is 
basketball. I am 22 and would like to hear 
from girls between 18 and 22. I will be happy 
to answer all letters and exchange photos. 

Robert Lewis 

% Yesman Hotel, Room 21 
620 Third Avenue 

San Diego, Calif. 
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{ enjoy TAN very much and am interested 
in becoming a member of your Pen Pal club. 
I am 17 years of age, and would like to cor- 
respond with young men between the ages of 
19 and 21. I am especially interested in read- 
ing, dancing, swimming and listening to musi¢ 
of all kinds. I am 5’4”. I hope that you will ‘ 
please find space to print my letter, and will F 
answer all letters and exchange photos if re 
quested. 


= Rey 


Marjorie Marshall 
3631 S. Vincennes Ave. 
Chicago, Il. 



























































By EVE LYNNE 


Dear EVE: 

] am 18 years old and in love with a 
boy who is twenty-two. We have been 
going steady for 18 months and { love 
him very much and have a baby by him. 
He has stopped coming to see me. Tell 
me, is he going to marry me? Please 


help me, I don’t want to make a mistake. 
G.D. 
Dear G.D.: 

Unfortunately, it seems that you have 
already made the mistake. If the boy 
has stopped visiting you because of an 
argument, perhaps you could patch up 
things because of the child. If he has 
simply lost interest, it is better to know 
it now than later. He does have a re- 
sponsibility to the child, whether you and 
he marry or not. You should consult 
your minister, or a local family service 
agency to help you with this problem. 
Primarily, now, you must think of the 
welfare of the child. 


Dear Eve: 

I have a very difficult problem, and I 
hope you can solve it. It is the boy who 
comes to see his cousin next door, but I 
I like 


him very much. Each time we see each 


don’t know him or his cousin. 


other, we speak. He looks at me like he 
likes me, and I look at him the same 
way because I do. I would like to know 
how we can become close friends and 
go steady. 

M.A.J. 





Dear M.A.J.: 

I think you have started out very well. 
To be sure of a formal introduction, 
however, get to know your next door 
neighbor, either through your mutual 
parents, or just a casual “Hi” across the 
hedge. Next door neighbors should cer- 
tainly have a lot in common. Then, the 
next time your neighbor’s cousin comes 
to visit, you can be looking your pret- 
tiest, and be very available for an in- 
troduction. 


Dear Eve: 

I don’t know exactly what my hus- 
band’s game is, but he manages to spend 
two or three whole nights a month away 
from home. The next day he just shrugs 
his shoulders and says he got tied up 
with some of the boys. Since we have 
no children, I once mentioned getting a 
divorce, and he pleaded like a baby for 
me not to do it. What can I do with him? 

A Perplexed Wife 


Dear Perplexed: 

Tell him you'll have a lawyer cook his 
goose unless Papa comes on home to 
roost. 
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1. Germicidal protection! Norforms are 
safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases antiseptic and germi- 
cidal ingredients right in the vaginal tract. 
The exclusive new base melts at body tem- 
perature, forming a powerful protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will 
not harm delicate tissues. 

2. Deodorant protection! Norforms 
were tested in a hospital clinic and found 
to be more effective than anything it had 
ever used. Norforms are deodorant—they 
eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disin- 
fectant” odor themselves. 

3. Convenience! These small vaginal sup- 
positories are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in 
any climate. Your druggist has them in 
boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


Tested by doctors ....proved in hospital clinics 



















FREE informative Norforms booklet 





Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-92 

Norwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms 
booklet, in a plain envelope. 











(pcease print) 





Zone. 











Scientists, in their long search for an ideal method of family birth control, 


hang heavy hopes on new pills 


save young wives from the age-old problem of 


joo many babies too soon 


Vill such a pill be a boon to womankind, 


or will it only serve 


tolead more young girls down the sinful path to promiscuity ? 


ORA JONES GROANED as she 
‘ eased herself into an overstuffed 
Bduir in the stuffy three-room tenement 
‘Bayertment she shared with her three- 
peschool children and her 23-year-old 
“Biuwsband, David. Tired and overwrought 
Bim eight months of pregnancy, the 
tre of three small children and finan- 
“Bal insecurity, she looked much older 
Pn her 22 years. And if looking it 
PB wmn’t enough she felt the back-break- 


=: ig, dreams-ending toll of the short four 
“> @ years of her married life. 


°@ Her husband had been a sophomore 

Mcollege when they married. She had 
liken a job as a clerk in a department 
fore and he was working part-time in 
he post office. After the birth of their 
ft child, David Jr., he began working 

ime, going to school part-time. 


After Sally came, it was night school 
one night a week and a full-time job at 
the plant, working evenings whenever 
possible. After the last baby, Dora, 
school had to be abandoned completely. 
David was making $70 a week in the 
plant plus whatever overtime he could 
get. Their budget hadn’t balanced for 
the last year. And soon there would be 
still another mouth to feed—a new baby, 
with all the expensive care that a new 
baby demands. 

Dora and her David are not isolated 
cases nor unusual examples of what 
hardships a lack of effective birth con- 
trol methods can bring. Countless thou- 
sands of parents throughout the world 
are persecuted by the fear of having 
children they can not afford. In India, 
China, Egypt, Puerto Rico, in many 


countries of the world, children starve 
by the thousands, their eyes staring in 
dull hopelessness out of pitifully bony 
faces, their bellies grotesquely swollen 
from lack of food, their tiny bones twist- 
ed into the heartbreaking malformations 
by malnutrition. 

These are the children of the over- 
populated areas of the world where a 
child is born to the wretched heritage of 
destitution, disease and death. 

In other cases, many women whose 
health can not stand the rigors of preg- 
nancy and childbirth retreat from the 
bedroom advances of their husbands, 
causing strain and misunderstanding 
between two people who love each other 
and have every right to be together. 

Today, a new freedom from fear— 
fear of the manifestations of physical 
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into DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. 
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6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 
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Experts say fear of pregnancy should not be deterre 


the first place. 


love for one’s mate, fear of the concep- 
tion of an “unwanted” child—is being 
perfected in scientific laboratories. This 
new “freedom” is commonly known as 
the “birth control pill.” 

This pill may well be the answer to 
the age-old search to prevent conception. 
When perfected it should meet the re- 
quirements for the ideal contraceptive, 
the first of which is safety. That is, it 
must not harm either physically or 
psychologically the persons using it. It 
must not eliminate the couples’ ability 
to have children when they want to. 
And as a leading Midwestern gyneco- 
logist warns, “Any drug dispensed over 
a period of time without medical super- 
vision can be dangerous.” So even if 
the pill is ever available without pre- 
scription it would be foolhardy to take 
it as regularly as needed to be effective 
without the knowledge of your family 
physician. 

‘It is also necessary that the pill be 
perfected so that no side effects will 
develop after prolonged use—but again 
heed the warning of doctors that pro- 
longed use of any drug or medication 
may affect different people in different 
ways. 

Effectiveness is the second require- 
ment of the ideal contraceptive. It must 
consistently do what is intended—pre- 
vent conception. To the women who took 
part in the Puerto Rican test of the pill 
(taking one daily for 20 days each 
month, leaving the other days free for a 
normal menstrual cycle) it gave 100 per 
cent protection against pregnancy. 

Another requirement is acceptability. 
An ideal contraceptive must not be com- 
plicated to use, unpleasant or conspicu- 
ous. The easier it is to take, the more 
readily more people will use it. 

And the final requirement is that it 
must be inexpensive. The major rea- 
sons for couples not wanting children is 
that they can not afford them. There- 
fore it is imperative that the contracep- 
tive be within the buying power of the 
market for which it is intended. And 
possibly economical to be dispensed 
without fee to the impoverished women 


Proper moral training is the guc 
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natural hormone protesterone secre 
by all pregnant women to prevent f 








ther ovulation. The synthetic progestiy 





prevents ovulation (the escape of the ey 
from the ovaries into the Fallopi 
tubes which begins the menstrual cyele), 
Without the presence of the female eg 
fertilization and the subsequent preg 
nancy are impossible. For women tak 
ing the pill daily (each has a different 
length ranging from 15 to 20 days} 
there have been no pregnancies. 

The irony of the drug is, however, 
that women who have formerly bea 
barren may be able to bear childra 
after the drug has been administered 
and then withdrawn. 

G. D. Searle and Co. calls its pill En 
void and plans to market it forthright) 
as a contraceptive. However it will be re 
stricted to prescription and will not hb 
available over the counter. Parke-Davis 
plans to keep its pill, Norlutin, out of 
the contraceptive field and will not rec 
ommend or even test it for contraceptive 
purposes. It will be used in correcting 
menstrual disorders. However, federal 
laws will demand that it carry a notice 
on the label that use of the drug will 
prevent conception. The E. R. Squibb 
and Sons product, Delalutin, is not a pill 
—but is administered by injection. 

There is now and there probably vill 
be growing antagonisms to any drug oF 
any means of easy birth control. The 
Catholic Church is on record against 
birth control by any artificial or medi- 
cal means. Many parents, clergymen, 
doctors and others who are deeply cor 
cerned with the problems of youth are 
fearful of the effects of easy contracep 
tion methods on the morals of teen-age 
girls and young women (to say nothing 
of young men (Continued on Page 55) 
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UKE ELLINGTON AT THE COTTON CLUB (RCA Camden): It is as im- 

possible to ignore a new presentation by Duke Ellington as it would be to 
let opening night at the Metropolitan Opera go unattended. And the truth of the 
matter is, this is not a new work by Ellington, but rather a series of old ones. 

Indeed, this is not the Duke as some have come to know him, or even as others 
remember him, for this is Ellington at his very beginnings, with muted brass and 
fying reeds and bouncy piano. This is Ellington when Bubber Miley and Tricky 
Sam Nanton and Cootie Williams were learning to growl through their horns; 
when Johnny Hodges was just perfecting ‘what came to be his highly-stylized, un- 
mistakable sound; when Barney Bigard’s clarinet sewed the orchestra together 
with a silken thread; Ellington when he was chasing away Harlem’s depression 
blues at the turn of the decade. It is the age of speakeasys, bathtub gin, home 
brew, and house rent parties. Only a few people were really listening to jazz then, 
and fewer still knew what they were listening to. 

On hearing this new release of tunes originally cut by Ellington from 1929 to 
1931—such nuggets as Cotton Club Stomp, Jungle Nights In Harlem, Hot Feet, 
Creole Rhapsody and Shout ’Em Aunt Tillie—jazz cats nursed on Charlie Parker 
and reared in the rarified atmosphere of Birdland may not dig these sounds at all. 
Indeed, they may be hard-pressed to imagine a fig so mouldy as the early Duke. 
But such critics will be wild, impetuous youths unwilling to appreciate the labor 
pains that gave birth to later, greater eras of Ellingtonia. 

Duke Ellington At The Cotton Club is not for the casual listener of modern day 
music, but for the jazz devotee who loves the idiom in all its varied forms, and for 
current hipsters who want to pickup on the kind of sounds that moved Old Dad. 
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you have now—and to help protect you 
from catching new ones. And Scott’s 
Emulsion is homogenized, so its full 
benefits start to work right away. 

Winterize your body 
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I knew I had no right 
to be there, alone with an excit- 
ing man, warm and 
wanted in his arms, feeling my 


senses reel like a circus 










merry-go-round at his 
urgent, whispered plea to just this 
once forget that I 


was married and— 














hotels 
6 9 He sm 
happen. 
Vex. 
e “Moth 
home, s¢ 
her until 
make th 
T= LONG MOMENT I paused out- about him now, | realized he was no squeals with them, causing my head tif Jersey | 
side Johnny Ellis’ hotel room must longer the handsome high school foot- ache and my hair to stand on edge. _§ for havi 
ave been something like the last sec- ball player I had married. His medium- The pictures faded. I would be bach me a pl 
ids of a drowning man, who when go- built figure was becoming a little flabby, to all that soon enough, but tonight |f know, | 
ig down for the last time sees his whole and his short, wiry brown hair was was living. Was it wrong? Was it sf when | 
life flash before his eyes in seconds. For slowly retreating toward the center and terribly wrong for a woman to stop th Chicago 
| hesitated there, the circumstances of _ back of his head. Not much mind you, clock on her life and steal a few unre decided 
y own life that had brought me to the but some. A devoted husband, although corded moments of romance, to knov§ clears.” 
ink of infidelity leaped before my eyes no longer exciting in the romance de- again the spine-tingling ecstasy of sf “So | 
ke pictures on a giant movie screen. partment. And that was a little odd; new love? pected 
How impossible, Dorothy Woods, | there had been so much fire and passion I tapped on John’s door as if shaking} | did. 
hought. Yet, it was very possible, for in us in the early days of our marriage my head in answer to my own silet} A mc 
re I was, living out an exciting ro- seven years ago, when we were young question. It opened quickly and ther} He rea 
antic adventure far from the placid and full of dreams of leaving Engle- he stood, his handsome brown fac} with o 
res of home. wood, N. J., and moving to California creased in a wide smile, his ivory-like } around 
Home, the first picture: a cheap, GI and making a lot of money and buying a__ teeth flashing. He was just as warmly} glass w 
ttage conceived in haste and built with fine home and living a gay social life. inviting as he had been an hour ago his lip 
ndifference. We had been in it only five Of course, it didn’t quite work out that when I left him in the hotel lobby; just | pattern 
urs and already the walls were begin- way. Fred found his fortune as a post as he had been five hours before whet | cheek ; 
ig to crack and the roof was starting office clerk and soon I was expecting |! met him on the plane. gan sle 
leak and the washing machine was and we bought the house on a GI loan “Well, if there’s anything I like, its} | wore 
rever breaking down. I didn’t com- and already it seemed too small for Fred a woman who keeps a date,” he said} out m 
in, but it certainly wasn’t the kind of and I and the twins. gaily as I entered the room. halting 
eam castle Fred and I talked about The twins, the third picture: Bobby “You were probably sitting here hop | arms a 
ore we got married. and Debbie, five years old and demons. ing I wouldn’t show up so you woulda! | into n 
ed, my husband, the second picture: running through the house all day. have to spend all this money,” I said, | as his 
was a little fuzzy at first, thinking bringing destruction and ear-splitting waving to a table all set with champagnt | eager 











steaming little silver pots. 
7B “Hah,” he said. “I’ve got news for 
: The airline company is picking up 
tab for the vittles. They always do 
n they can’t deliver you to your des- 
jon.” He busied himself opening 
~ champagne, which made a loud 
1” as the cork shot up and ricochet- 
the low ceiling. John poured two 
ges full. 
ous,” he said, clicking his glass 















mine. 

hat sounds nice,” I murmured, tak- 
ya sip. 

t is nice,” he answered, his eyes 
thing deep into mine, questioning. 
You know,” I said, turning from him 
walking to the window as I thought 
, much like a scene from a movie 
was, “I’ve never done anything like 
before.” 

“0h?” he said, and I caught the won- 
fing note in his voice. 

turned to him quickly, blushing. “I 
riding in airplanes and staying 
hotels and drinking champagne,” | 



















He smiled and nodded. “How did you 
happen to be on that plane anyway?” 
he asked. 

“Mother slipped and broke a leg back 
home, so I had to go out and stay with 
her until she could get around. I had to 
make the trip from California to New 
ead Wh Jersey by bus, but as sort of a present 
e. for having helped out, my father bought 
2 bad me a plane ticket back home. And you 
ight |f know, I really was kind of frightened 
it sf when I landed in all that fog here in 
op thf Chicago. To tell the truth, I’m glad they 
decided to ground us until the weather 
knov§ clears.” 
of if “So am I,” Johnny said, and | sus- 
pected he didn’t mean it quite the way 
I did. 


A moment later, he removed all doubt. 








silent 
ther} He reached for me, pulling me to him 
face} with one arm, then deftly slipping it 
like} around my waist as he held on to his 
rmly f glass with the other hand. He brushed 
ago] his lips against mine, then planted a 
jus} pattern of kisses around my mouth and 
vhen { cheek as he sat down his drink and be- 
gan slowly unbuttoning the suit jacket 
its} Iwore. I slipped out of the jacket with- 
said | out moving away from him, without 
halting his kisses. And then he had both 
0p | &ms around me, his fingers buried deep 
dnt} into my blouse, digging into my flesh 
aid, a his kiss, hot like a flame, found my 
gne | eager lips once again. 








I was gasping for breath when | 


pulled away. “Dinner is g-getting cold. 


Johnny,” I managed to say. “I think 
we'd better eat.” 

We talked but little through the meal. 
and the tension in the room seemed to 
mount, as if we were moving silently 
toward an inevitable destination. | 
knew what it was, just as surely as John- 
ny knew, too. 

I looked at him, puzzled. How had it 
happened ? 
the only brown faces aboard that plane? 
How had I become so attracted to this 
man who only hours before had sat be- 
side me on a short journey? What 
forces had started us talking in mid-air: 
had us holding hands in the limousine 
during the ride from the airport to the 
hotel after our plane was grounded; had 
us whispering promises to meet as we 
checked into our separate rooms? Was 
it because his voice was husky and 
warm, or because his touch electrifying. 
or because he was tall and handsome? 


How was it that we were 
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Who could foresee or analyze the strange 
ways of love? 


We HAD finished eating and were 
drinking champagne again before 
Johnny came to take me in his arms a 
second time. My whole body, warmed 
now by food and drink, aroused by a 
strange touch, responded to his kisses. 
I knew now, as I succumbed to his 
searching caresses, there was no turning 
back. His lips, breathing flame into my 
ear, urgently whispered my name: 
“Dorothy!” 

I made one last attempt to ease my 
conscience. From this night on, I would 
be living a lie with my husband and 
children. But I could at least be truthful 
with this man to whom I was about to 
give my love. Would it change things 
between us? I wondered briefly, then 
decided it would not. 

“Johnny,” I said slowly, “I am mar- 
ried.” 

“I know. I noticed the ring,” he an- 
swered, his lips never leaving my neck 
and ears. “But forget you’re married— 
and love me tonight!” 





I clutched him to me then, dropping 
my glass to the floor with a crash as it 
struck the base of a floor lamp. I giggled 
and Johnny relaxed and grinned. “I'll 
pick this up while you get comfortable,” 
he said, stooping for the broken glass. 

I turned and walked to the dresser, 
smoothing my ruffled hair in the mirror. 
Then, as I fingered the top button on my 
blouse, I glanced down, my eye catching 
Johnny’s open wallet. He apparently 
left it there when he paid room service 
It was the kind with 
plastic picture holders, and the exposed 


for the dinner. 


photo caught my eye. It was of a wom- 
an and three children, one the spitting 
image of Johnny. I studied it for a long 
while, then picked up the wallet and 
turned to Johnny. 

“Yours?” I asked, holding it out for 
him to see the picture. 

He only glanced at it. then paused be- 
fore he said: “Yes.” 

So I was only going to live a lie with 
my own husband and children, was I? 
And what of this woman and these chil- 
dren? Was the love and trust of six in- 
nocent people going to be betrayed by 
our one night of stolen love? In another 
time and another place. would my own 
husband be betraying me with another 
man’s wife? Would not the knowledge 
of my own guilt plant in me the seed of 
suspicion that would doubt my husband’s 
every unexpected absence from home? 
And my daughter, how would I be able 
to counsel her years from now when 
she stood on the threshold of adoles- 
cence, feeling new and strange yearn- 
ings? And wasn’t it said that the sins 
of the parents are visited on the chil- 
dren? I stared at Johnny’s family, and a 
mental picture of my own Fred and the 
twins flashed beside the photograph in 
my hand. 

Johnny spoke then. “What they don’t 
know won’t hurt them,” he said earnest- 
ly. 

“But what I know would hurt me for- 
ever, Johnny,” I answered. 

I laid his wallet back on the dresser 
as Johnny stretched out his arms to me. 
But I did not walk into them. Instead, | 
went past him to the sofa, picked up my 
jacket, and headed for the door. 

Johnny did not even call my name. 
He knew I wasn’t coming back. 

THE END 
13 
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ae Stop worrying! 
You know you've 
never felt better 
in your life! Ps 


: Guess | ought 
: to see the 
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Don't be your own worst enemy! If you notice one of cancer’s danger signals in 
yourself, don’t talk yourself into thinking it’s nothing to worry about. See your 
doctor. Only he can tell. To learn the seven danger signals and to find out how to 


guard yourself against cancer, call our nearest office or just write to ‘‘Cancer,”’ 
in care of your local post office. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 
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Gladys Hampton 
















Tommy Edwards 


AMMY DAVIS Jr. is determined to do some westerns—TV or cinema 
—so he can set history right. The Negro in the west has been completely left 

out of the film history, when actually some of the bad men of the day were reported 
to be Negroes. Sammy has in mind one of the first Apache uprisings in Arizona 
in which a troop of Negro cavalrymen were sent to deal with the redskins. When 


the Indians saw the colored men . . 


. the first men they’d seen darker than them- 


selves . . . they got off their horses and walked up to look them over. Sammy 
wants to bring this dramatic moment to the screen. 


According to novelist Tom Phillips, a gent from Mississippi who wrote the 
script for the latest Tarzan movie, Tarzan’s Fight For Life, he has developed a 
whole new approach to the 40-year-old Tarzan series. We agree. This latest episode, 
featuring Woody Strode as the tribal chief and James Edwards as the witch doctor, 
caused Harlem audiences to crack up when they spotted a native strolling the jungle 


in loin cloth and “konk.” 


Singer of romantic songs Johnny Mathis, isn’t allowed any personal 


romances of his own. His personal man- 
ager, Helen Noga, sees to that by break- 
ing up the friendships before any serious 
ideas develop. 


Linton (Erroll’s older brother) 
Garner, with his trio, has been enter- 
taining after-dark habitues of the inti- 
mate clubs in New York town. 


Nat “King” Cole has a couple of 
brothers who are doing pretty well, too. 
On the West Coast Eddie and wife Betty 
are a piano-and-song team billing them- 
selves as the “Two Hot Coles.” On the 
eastcoast, Freddy and his trio are a pop- 
ular combo around the nitespots. 


Contract signing time between 
Lionel Hampton and his booker, Joe 
Glaser, is (Continued on Page 56) 





Prince Philip and Eartha Kitt 
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You'll be thrilled with Black and 
White Bleaching Cream! Start 
using it as directed and see your 
dull, dark skin take on a new light- 
er, brighter, softer, smoother look! 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
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lightening skin. 
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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 


works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking ana 

looking for something that would 

glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 

appearance, RAVEEN may be the 

answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 

to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 


Mail coupon for no risk offer! 


Oe ee es See See 


RAVEEN Dept. 1-2 
PMoney back guarantee Fj 12205. michigan Ave., Chicago 16, i. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- §5) risk offer. 

tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 4] (71 enclose $1.20 (CD Send C.O.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full 
purchase price will be immediately 
refunded. 
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5 Sead WERE MAKING such a big deal of it, my 

mother and Bud’s—discussing every little de- 
tail. Well, it was a big deal to me too, my first high 
school dance and my first visit to the Country Club. 
Better still, this was a sorority rush party, and it 
might even mean a bid to that inner sanctum, the 


sorority crowd, if I went over okay. 

Yes, it was the most important thing in my life, 
but I just wished my mother and Mrs. Hampton 
wouldn’t go on so. I wanted to be sophisticated 
about it, as though this sort of thing happened to 
me all the time. That’s the way the other girls at 
high school acted. 

I’d asked Bud to be my date, of course. He lived 
on the next farm, and was a student at the high 
school in town like I was, and he was my best 
friend. Maybe now that we were growing up he’d be 














my boy friend, maybe we’d get married 
some day. I hoped so; he was the hand- 
somest boy I knew and the nicest. Kind 
of quiet in a crowd, but wonderful to 
talk to when we were alone. 

He wasn’t as excited over the dance as 
| was. He wasn’t as excited over going 
to high school in town either, he’d liked 
our little rural grade school, he loved the 
farm and didn’t care for city things. But 
he’d said he’d be glad to take me to the 
dance, and then my mother and Mrs. 
Hampton had started making plans. 

Mrs. Hampton had helped. mother 
make my dress. Semi-formal, the invita- 
tion said. We'd poured over teen-age 
magazines and found a dress to copy. It 
was a dream of a dress, blue to match 
my eyes, with little puff sleeves and a 
kind of low neck, and a wide, wide skirt. 
They’d made me a stiff underskirt to 
wear under it too, and Mother had 
bought me a pair of black patent leather 
shoes that weren’t in the budget and 
which she’d skimp to pay for when the 
bill came, and Mrs. Hampton was going 
to lend me some costume jewelry she'd 


had for years. 
And now they were going on about 
plans to get us to the dance. Mr. Hamp- 


Wi was all my fauli—mine and Frank’ s. 





naturedly, and it made me feel so child- 
ish. Other girls’ dates provided trans- 
portation as a matter of course—the 
boys did the driving. 

I said suddenly, “We don’t need taxi 
fare at all. Some of the others will be 
going our way after the dance, and 
we'll get a ride. Lots of the boys at the 
party will have their own cars.” 

My mother was shocked, “Claire, we 
don’t know how any of those boys drive, 
they might be hot rodders or something. 
No, now, you go in the taxi with Bud, I 
don’t want you riding with anybody else, 
hear?” 

She didn’t make me promise, I guess 
she didn’t think it was necessary. I'd 
always been pretty obedient. Bud came 
in for a Coke just then. His mother was 
agreeing with my mother loudly, “You're 
so right, May. Why, the tales I hear 
about the way some of those high school 
kids drive! I don’t want Bud riding 
with them either. He’s old enough to 
drive but his father needs our car.” 

Bud just smiled. He didn’t mind all 
that clucking over us. I wondered if he 
were as grown up as | felt. 

I forgot all the talk about transporta- 
tion, though, in my excitement over the 








If it hadn’t 


been for us, Bud would never have been in that car 





and there wouldn’t have been that horrible crash 


ton would drive us to the club, his wife 
said, but she hated him to go back after 
us that late—a farmer needed his sleep. 
Well, she had a sister in town, why 
couldn’t we spend the night there? She 
promptly phoned the sister, and that was 
arranged. 

They decided Bud and I should take 
a taxi from the dance to the sister’s 
house. My mother very carefully count- 
ed out, from her egg money, what she 
thought would be half the taxi fare, and 
Mrs. Hampton protested, laughing, “No, 
no, Claire is Bud’s date. He’s supposed 
to pay for the transportation.” 

My declared, “Nonsense. 
They're too young for dates, and after 
all your husband’s going to take them 


mother 


one way. It’s only fair for me to pay 
half the taxi, and then my husband or I 
will pick them up in the morning.” 

hey went on and on, arguing good- 
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dance. Bud brought me a corsage, my 
very first. It didn’t matter that his 
mother had made it. She was wonderful 
with flowers, and nobody would ever 
dream it didn’t come from a florist. 

I'd been too scared to eat any dinner. 
Oh, what if my dress wasn’t right after 
all? And what if nobody danced with 
me? 

But I needn’t have worried. My dress 
was right, several girls whose opinion 
mattered told me so. And I had plenty 
of partners. So did Bud. It was a 
double-rush dance, and he didn’t cut in 
on anybody but me, but the other girls 
cut in on him, lots of them. I was proud 
of him, and I blessed his mother who 
had taught us both how to dance. 

Most of the boys were nice, but there 
was one I didn’t like too much. His 
name was Frank Edwards and I’d seen 
him at high school, he was a senior. He 


was slightly crippled, his left leg way 
shorter than his right, and his left ar 
was a little bit short, too. It didn’t seem 
to affect his dancing any, and he seemed 
to be popular with some of the cutest 
girls. 

But there was something sort of bitter 
about him. When he cut in on me he 
embarrassed me by saying, “Hope you 
don’t mind dancing with a cripple.” 

I said, “Why—why, of course not.” 

He laughed shortly, “Oh, sure you do, 
Nobody really likes a cripple, people just 
feel sorry for us, and they like the noble, 
important feeling they get when they’re 
particularly nice to us.” 

His sneering manner irritated me, 
“That’s not true,” I declared hotly. “If 
you didn’t talk about it, nobody would 
even think about it.” 

“Nuts,” he declared. “Everybody 
looks at me and whispers, “There’s Frank 
Edwards. Poor kid, he had polio when 
he was little, left him like that. Now, 
let’s be nice to him.’ And so they’re 
nice to me and it makes them feel 
superior. The boys won’t even fight 
with me when I try to start something, 
the girls never turn me down when I ask 
for a date or a dance. Well,” he 
chuckled, “maybe the girls wouldn’t turn 
me down now even if I wasn’t crippled. 
I’ve got a brand new car. Want to see 
it?” 

I didn’t particularly, but we were at 
the door, and he caught my arm and 
started pulling me out to the parking lot. 
I exclaimed over the car, but he wasn’t 
listening. He took a bottle from the 
glove compartment and thrust it toward 
me. 

“Oh, no,” I stammered, shocked. | 
didn’t want to act that way, but nobody 
had ever offered me a drink before. 

“Okay, okay, baby,” he said. “I’m 
not going to twist your arm.” He took a 
long drink from the bottle, and I won- 
dered how he could still walk afterwards. 
Then we started back to the club. On the 
way back I noticed a few other couples 
in cars. Some were necking, some were 
drinking. Oh, most of the kids were still 

on the dance floor behaving themselves, 
but it made me feel funny, seeing the 
ones who weren’t. It made me feel as 
though I were out of my depth. And 
then I caught myself up sharply. I was 
growing up and | wanted to grow up. I 
wasn’t going to let myself be shocked at 
anything I saw. I was going to be one 
of the gang. 
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Be AND I were having a Coke 


later when Laura Bolton and her 
date, Randy Smith, came along. Laura 
was a stunning redhead. I knew she was 
the girl responsible for inviting me to 
this party, and I did so want her to like 
me. She was so sophisticated, so won- 
derful. 

She said, “Hey, kids, a few of us are 
going to leave in a little while and drive 
over to my beach cottage. There’s no- 
body there, but I have the key, and we 
thought we’d just go over and dance to 
the record player awhile, get out of this 
mob. Why don’t you two join us?” 

A beach cottage! Why, the beach was 
more than fifty miles away. And Bud 
and I were supposed to get a taxi as soon 
as the dance was over and go to his 
aunt’s. But I didn’t want to say that. I 
was trying to think of a more sophisti- 
cated excuse when I saw Bud shake his 
head firmly, “No, thanks. We have to 
leave right after the dance.” 

Laura smiled at him pityingly, and I 
saw red. I didn’t want to be the poor 
little girl who couldn’t do what the 
others did. I said, “Oh, Bud, what’s the 
difference if we’re an hour or two late? 
Let’s go!” 

“We can’t, Claire,” he declared firm- 
ly. 

Laura said gaily, “Well, you two fight 
it out and let me know. We’re leaving 
in about half an hour.” 

She and Randy drifted off, and Bud 
and I fought it out. I’d never been to a 
privately owned beach cottage in my life. 
Suddenly it seemed like a wonderful ad- 
venture. But Bud kept saying no, until 
I cried, “Well, I invited you to this 
dance, and if you’re going to be ugly I’ll 
just go on without you. There are plenty 
of stags, Laura can find me a date.” 

He saw that I meant it. I guess most 
boys would have done what he did, after 
that. He was responsible for me, he 
couldn’t let me go off with somebody else 
while he went meekly to his aunt’s. And 
anyway, maybe it would have hurt his 
pride to have me do that. He wasn’t 
very gracious about it, and I knew he 
was still mad, but he gave in. 

But it was a shock when Laura led 
us to the car a little later and it was 
Frank Edwards’ automobile! Bud didn’t 
know he had been drinking, of course, 
he’d never have ridden with him if he 
knew. But I knew. I knew and I should 
have said right then that I’d decided not 
to go, but I couldn’t bring myself to be 












































a scaredy-cat and back out. 

Frank was already sitting in the car 
with his date, Pat Nelson, and there were 
three people in the back seat. When he 
saw us Frank cried, “Only three allowed 
in the front. Pat, you get in the back 
and let Claire and her date get up here.” 

I knew he didn’t really care about 
having us up there. He just did it to 
make Pat feel bad, and when she got 
meekly into the back seat I decided I 
hated him. He just seemed to enjoy 
making people uncomfortable. 

Well, he tore out of that parking lot 
as though there weren’t another car in 
the place, and I felt Bud stiffen beside 
me as Frank hit ninety before we’d gone 
half a mile on the highway. The others 
laughed in the back seat as though they 
were used to this sort of speed, but I 
wanted to pray. 

And then, without slackening his 
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speed, Frank reached into the glove 
compartment for the bottle and took a 
drink. He offered the bottle to Bud who 
shook his head, and then passed it to the 
back seat. I heard them giggling as they 
passed it from one to the other, and I 
wanted more than anything to get out of 
that car. 

Bud said quietly, “You're going too 
fast, fellow, especially for a guy who’s 
been drinking. Suppose you slow down 
a little.” 

Frank turned to look at him and 
laughed. He said something; I don’t 
know what. All I heard was Bud’s shout, 
and then the screams from the back seat. 
We were off the road and we kept going, 
dizzily. I felt Bud throw himself across 
me. And it’s torture even now to remem- 
ber that the last thing he ever thought 
about in his life was to protect me from 
the crash he knew was coming. 
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HEY SAY we turned over three times 

in the deep ditch. I don’t know, I 
was too stunned. I only know that Bud’s 
body remained across my lap until the 
very last horrible bump. And then— 
then he was thrown. And I was safe. 

I remember climbing out through a 
mass of twisted metal and broken glass. 
Frank was crouched under the wheel, 
the others were piled hideously on top 
of one another in the back, and every- 
body was so quiet, so still. It wasn’t 
real, it was just some terrible nightmare. 
| made my way to Bud. He was lying in 
the dirt, motionless. I started screaming 
his name and I couldn’t stop. 

People were coming now. Cars had 
stopped up above on the highway. Some- 
body put an arm around me and half 
carried me away. I remember a voice 
saying, “This boy’s dead. The others 
seem to be alive, if just barely.” 

And I knew the boy was Bud. I had 
looked at his face, at the staring eyes, 
and I knew. I heard myself screaming, 
screaming, and then I passed out. 

| opened my eyes in a hospital room, 
and my mother and father were there. 
They tried to smile at me, but they were 
both crying. I said faintly, “I’m all 
right,” and Mother nodded. “Yes, 
dear,” she said softly. “You're all 
right.” 

And then I remembered. “Bud!” I 
cried. “Bud! Oh, Mother he isn’t—he 
isn’t really—” 

She nodded, “Yes, he is, really, dear. 
[t’s terrible, but Bud’s dead.” 

[ started to cry. I sobbed, “Maybe if 
he hadn’t thrown himself across me. He 
was trying to save me, he was thinking 
of me.” 

My father said somberly, “I’m glad 
you remember that, Claire. It will be 
something to tell his heartbroken par- 
He was a fine boy, Bud was. It 
doesn’t seem possible that he died in a 
crash with a bunch of wild kids.” He 
added sternly, “It doesn’t seem possible 
that my daughter was in that crash 
either.” 

Mother tried to hush him, “She’s in no 
condition—” 

But I clung to her hand, “It’s true, 
mother, what dad means. I had no right 
to be there, I know it. I disobeyed you. 
But Mother, tell Mr. and Mrs. Hamp- 
ton it wasn’t Bud’s fault. I made him go, 


ents 


| said I'd go without him otherwise. 
Oh, it’s all my fault, I killed him! I 
killed him!” 
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I got so upset that a nurse came in 
and gave me a shot. I slept then, but I 
couldn’t always sleep. There were those 
long hours when I lay and stared at the 
ceiling and knew I’d killed my best 
friend. 

There was the ordeal of police ques- 
tioning too. I was the only one who 
could give a coherent account of the ac- 
cident. The others would live but they 
were all too badly hurt to be questioned. 
I didn’t mind answering anything the 
police asked. I told the truth, hardly 
thinking about it, my mind only on Bud. 
I didn’t try to protect myself or any- 
body else. Nothing mattered, because 
Bud was dead. 


I WENT HOME at last, to face my sad 

family and the Hamptons. I forced 
myself to go over there the first day. 
Mr. Hampton was in the field, and the 
younger children were playing listlessly 
on the porch. But Mrs. Hampton took 


that Frank Edwards deserved all the 
blame and criticism. He was still in the 
hospital with a couple of broken ribs 
but nobody felt sorry for him. Even the 
kids who’d been his friends now talked 
about his drinking and how fast he al. 
ways drove. A local club started a cam. 
paign against drunken drivers, and our 
school principal preached a_ sermon 
about the responsibility of the person at 
the wheel. 

I remembered how Frank had said 
that people were kind to him because he 
was a cripple. Well, they had forgotten 
he was a cripple now; he had become a 
monster. When anybody as young and 
fine as Bud Hampton dies, a wave of 
horror sweeps through a community. 
And it was a relief, I guess, to have a 
spoiled, rich boy to hate for Bud’s death, 

And much as I disliked him, much as 
| myself blamed him in my heart, | 
knew it wasn’t fair. Only Bud had died 
in that accident, and I, not Frank, was 


There had to be some way for us to pay for the terri- 


ble damage we had done—some way to ease our tor- 


tured consciences and clean the blood off our hands 








me in her arms and wept over me, and 
it was worse than if she’d cursed me. 

She said, “Your mother told me how 
you're blaming yourself, dear, but you 
mustn’t. You’re just young, that’s all. 
You didn’t realize—” 

I went with her to put flowers on Bud’s 
grave, and she treated me like a daugh- 
ter. And when I got back to school 
everybody was nice to me, even the 
teachers. Nobody blamed me for any- 
thing, and I deserved all the blame. 

And gradually I discovered something 
else. Nobody was criticising any of the 
other kids who’d been in the car. The 
paper had published the police report, 
said the driver of the car had been drink- 
ing, but nothing had been said about the 
broken bottle in the back seat, and no- 
body at high school speculated about 
what sort of wild party we might have 
been going to at the beach. The kids 
who'd been in the back seat were all bad- 
ly hurt, and people felt sorry for them. 
I'd lost my boy friend, and they felt sor- 
ry for me. 

But obviously somebody was to blame, 
and it seemed to be generally understood 


responsible for Bud’s presence in that 
car. Sometimes I tried to tell people that 
but they hushed me, “You didn’t know 
how he drove, Claire. Otherwise you 
wouldn’t have been there yourself.” 

Well, maybe. But I'd had no right in 
that car, I’d been supposed to go straight 
from the dance to Bud’s aunt’s in a taxi. 
And as to not knowing how he drove— 
well, I knew Frank had been drinking. 
And what about the others? They must 
have known how he drove; they’d driven 
with him before, and according to the 
high school gossip now he had always 
been a wild driver, had wrecked a couple 
of cars before he got the new one. 

Oh, we’d all risked our lives and one 
another’s. We were all guilty. Yet no- 
body seemed to realize it but me, and I 
could hardly sleep for the weight on my 
conscience. 

Mrs. Hampton came over one after- 
noon. Her face was flushed with anger. 
“Some lawyer just phoned me,” she told 
Mother. “Wants me to sue those poor 
people, the Edwards. As if they haven't 
enough to worry about, with a boy like 
that.” 
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Mother said thoughtfully, “Well, it’s 
their responsibility, of course—” 

“{ don’t want their money,” Mrs. 
Hampton declared. “It wouldn’t bring 
hack my boy. Anyway the insurance 
company gave us ten thousand dollars, 
everybody in the car was insured for 
that much.” 

Mother nodded, “Yes, they paid 
(laire’s expenses. We didn’t ask for any 
more, because she wasn’t badly hurt.” 

Mrs. Hampton declared, “Well, | 
didn’t ask for any, but we took the in- 
surance money because they said it was 
coming to us. And it will help with the 
other children’s education, it would have 
been foolish to refuse it. But this lawyer 
wants me to sue for twenty-five thou- 
sand! Did you ever hear of such a 
thing? He said the Edwards have 
enough money, they could afford it.” 

I said thoughtfully, “It might make 

them feel better to give you something, 
Mrs. Hampton.” 
She sniffed, “Well, perhaps, but | 
’t want it. They came to see us, the 
r things, right after the funeral. 
tried to be nice and we told them 
ye didn’t blame them for anything, but 
we weren’t up to having company. 
was afraid if they stayed I’d tell them 
what I thought about that boy of theirs. 
I don’t want any of their money, but if 
I could fix him now—if I could make 
him pay the rest of his life! But of 
course if we sued they'd pay, not the 
worthless boy.” 

And there it was again. Even gentle 
Mrs. Hampton hating Frank, and not 
blaming anybody else—not me, not the 
others in the car, not even Frank’s par- 
ents. Some people said parents were 
responsible when children turned out 
wrong, but nobody seemed to think any- 
body should be blamed except Frank 
Edwards in this case. 

I didn’t like him, I hadn’t even before 
the accident. But now when I lay awake 
at night, tortured with my memories, 
Bud’s face came less often to haunt me. 
It was Frank’s face I saw, with the twist- 
ed, cynical smile he’d worn that night 
when he called himself a cripple. And 
remembering, the smile seemed less bit- 
ter than pathetic, Could he smile at all 
now? How did he feel, alone with the 
realization of the thing he had done? 
He had driven that car—could he be 
suffering even more remorse than I my- 


self had known? 


A’ LAST I knew I had to go see him. 
I didn’t know what sort of recep- 
tion I'd get, but I had to go. 

He had been home from the hospital 
for several days, I’d heard at school. I 
explained to Mother what I had to do, 
because it would mean missing the 
school bus home afterwards. She under- 
stood, and she said when I phoned her 
she’d come for me. 

The Edwards house was so grand that 
it frightened me, but I managed to ring 
the bell. Mrs. Edwards answered and 
when I asked to see Frank she looked 
doubtful. 

Frank’s mother was a beautiful wom- 
an with the saddest eyes I’d ever seen. 
She asked my name and when I told her 
she looked sadder than ever, “Yes, I 
know who you are. Why do you want to 
see my boy?” 

I didn’t exactly know myself. But | 
stammered, “Well, I—I thought he 
might be lonesome. I wanted him to 
know—I mean—” 

She said quietly, “You're the one who 
told the police Frank had been drinking 
just before the crash.” 

I felt myself reddening and she went 
on: “No, it’s all right, my dear. You 
were right to tell the truth, and anyway 
the police gave him the drunkometer test 
so they knew it without your telling them. 
Only—well, you didn’t mention that any- 
body else in the car was drinking, did 
you? And I’ve reason to think some of 
them were.” 

I said honestly, “The police didn’t ask 
me that, Mrs. Edwards—only about Bud 
and Frank. If they’d asked I’d have told 
the truth, as far as I knew it. But after- 
wards when people talked about the ac- 
cident I didn’t see any use in saying any- 
thing about that. I don’t actually know 
who was drinking anyway—only that the 
bottle was passed to the back seat and 
that possibly they all three had some, 
maybe only one of them, I wasn’t watch- 
ing. And really—well, what would have 
been the use of talking about that?” 

She shrugged, “None, I guess. Only— 
well, the parents of the other children 
have done a lot of talking. Everybody 
else is made to seem so innocent, they 
think their teenagers never had a drink 
in their lives. Only Frank is responsi- 
ble—” 

And then to my intense embarrass- 
ment she was crying. I went to her awk- 
wardly, touching her shoulder. She 
sobbed, “Oh, I know it doesn’t excuse 


him, what the others may or may not have 
been doing. But it’s so hard, so hard, to 
know everybody thinks so badly of him, 
and to know it isn’t his fault, but mine 
and his father’s. We spoiled him so, he 
was sick so long and we were so sorry 
for him when it left him crippled. Oh, 
we knew he didn’t want pity, but we 
couldn’t help it. So we spoiled him. We 
didn’t know he drank, but we did know 
he was a reckless driver. When he 
wrecked one car we shouldn’t have given 
him another. We just had gotten into 
the habit of saying yes to everything, 
and now he has to pay.” 

So somebody else was suffering from 
self-blame. I didn’t know what to say to 
help her so I kept quiet. At last she said, 
“T’ll take you up to Frank. I warn you 
he might not be very kind to you. I’m 
afraid he’s pretty bitter and Frank has a 
way of trying to hurt all those around 
him when he’s been hurt.” 

She left me at the door to Frank’s 
room. She was right, he wasn’t kind. 
His first words might have driven me 
away if his face hadn’t been so pale and 
tortured. 

“Little Bo-Peep,” he cried, “The in- 
nocent maiden who couldn’t resist tell- 
ing the police what a drunkard I was. 
Kick a man when he’s down, that’s what 
I always say.” 

I said stiffly, “They asked questions 
and I answered them. I didn’t think 
you'd want me to protect you.” I don’t 
know what made me say it, but I added, 
“I guess I should have been careful 
what I said, I should have pitied you. 
But I seem to remember the night we 
met you were sneering about people who 
pitied you.” 

Something odd was happening to his 
face, and in horror I realized that he 
was starting to cry and fighting against 
it. I sensed that it was the first time he’d 
cried since the accident. I didn’t try to 
stop him, in fact I gently took his hand. 
I guess I was enough of a woman to 
figure that crying would be a release 
and would be good for him. 

The sobs were horrible, and then the 
words came jerkily, “You shouldn’t 
have reminded me of that. Yes, I guess 
I was sneering that night. I sneered a 
lot in the past about how people pitied 
me, how much I got out of them because 
of that. But I really hated it. I'd have 
much rather had a guy take a sock at 
me than put up with anything I did be- 
cause he felt (Continued on Page 57) 
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I had traveled the road be- 


fore her; I knew every pitfall in the 


trail, every curve with heart- 

break just around it, and I didn’t 
intend for any of it to happen to my 
daughter. But in the 

end, despite all my trying, my own 
selfishness caused me to fail 

her. Not only that, but I 

failed my husband and my son, too, 
and I learned what it meant to 

lie alone in the shadow of death 


and cry out for another chance 


HY IS IT THAT TELEGRAMS arriving at nig 
always bring bad news? There is something 
the urgent ringing of the doorbell, the fumbling throy 
the dark house, the unexpected sight of the messeng 
that strikes fear in the heart. Fingers tremble as 
sign your name on the slip. Then, the long, breathk 
moment before the yellow envelope is ripped open 
the large capital letters leap out at you... 
QUIT SCHOOL ELOPED WITH CECIL TH 
MORNING. SORRY TO DISAPPOINT Y¢ 
WISH US LUCK. LOVE 
MARY 

I stood staring at the words, trying to get them 
make sense. I was barely aware of Gerald closing th 
door and turning to me. “. . . more than ten words? 
I mumbled. 

“What did you say?” Gerald asked. Then, getting § 
good look at my face he rushed over to me. “Good Le 
Roselle! What’s the matter?” 

“T said, this is more than ten words,” I repeated dull, 
my eyes fastened on the telegram. 

“Tt’s fifteen words now, I think.” He reached out an 
took the telegram from my nerveless fingers. “Let's 
see it.” 

A sobbing rose in my throat. “Ten words . . . fifteen 
words. How many words does it take to break a mothe 
heart?” q 

“Now wait a minute, honey,” Gerald said, putting an 
arm around my shoulders. “I know this is a shock, but 
it’s not as bad as all that. The world hasn’t come to an 
end.” 

“My world has!” I cried. “Everything I worked and 
slaved for was wrapped up in that girl. Now she’s thrown 
it all away! Oh, I wish she’d never been born!” 

“Hush that!” he said sternly, giving me a_ shake. 
“There’s nothing you can do to change things. Mary’s 
old enough to know her own mind.” He lifted my face 
and wiped away the tears. “Maybe now you'll slow down 
and live a little. Maybe even have some time for me...” 

The hopefulness in his voice and the pleading in his 
steady brown eyes were more than I could bear. “Live a 
little,” Gerald said, and Dr. Wilkins warning words 
flashed through my brain—“/ can’t be responsible . . . 
without the operation it will be six, eight, ten months at 
the most .. .” 

“Even have some time for me,” Gerald said, and this 
time it was my mother’s words that came to mind—*We 
all want to do the best for our children, but you've got 4 
husband now. You owe him something, too .. .” 

But even now, my concern was not for the husband — 


who had stood by me all these (Continued on Page 78) — 


I MADE HER 














“You can all go straight to the 
devil! I shouted at them. 








Yer later) 
| In The 
Family 





For years I had been the family’s pride. Well, what 


would they think of me now that I was in trouble? 


OE SAT BACK AND PATTED his stomach, then reached 

for the platter of fried chicken for the third time. “I 

always said Estelle did a lousy job of ironing a shirt,” he 
chortled, “but she sure does know how to cook.” 

So iron your own stinking shirts for a change, I thought, 
watching Joe make a clean sweep of the meat on a chicken 
leg with one flash of his teeth. I didn’t know who disgusted 
me most, Joe or Frank. They both are like pigs. 

“Well, now, Estelle might not be the only one in this 
family who can cook,” Marion piped up. “You know it isn’t 
always true what people say about glamor girls. I’m pretty 
handy with a skillet myself.” 

Well, why don’t you make yourself handy around here? | 
thought. If she ever did so much as boil an egg while she 
was at home, I never heard about it. What did any of them 
ever do—Joe, Frank, Marion—except talk big and wait for 
me to do all the work? Laundress, cook, nurse, housekeeper, 
money lender, that was me. No matter what the problem was 
or what needed to be done, why worry? Estelle could man- 
age it. That’s what they all thought. Estelle will take care 
of poor Mama; Estelle will cook the family dinner every 
month; Estelle will loan the money for the car note; Estelle 
will keep the kids tonight; whatever it is, Estelle will do it. 

I unconsciously banged my fork down so hard against 
my plate that little Frankie Jr. jumped in his chair beside 
me and spun around, knocking over his glass and sending 
a stream of milk into my lap. 

“Frankie made a boo-boo,” sang out Frank’s other child, 
Susan, who was five. 

“Oh, Frankie, shame on you,” Frank’s wife, Charlotte, 
exclaimed. “Now you've spilled your milk all over your 
Aunt Estelle’s good dress.” 

“Don’t shout at the boy, Charlotte,” Frank cut in. “You 















want to give him a complex? Estelle will 
get him another glass of milk.” 

I froze in the spot where I stood wip- 
ing the milk from my dress with a nap- 
kin. I glared at all of them, sitting there 
on their fannies, waiting for Estelle to 
do it. Then I said in a voice probably 
loud enough for Mama to hear me in her 
upstairs bedroom: “You can all go 
straight to the devil.” Then I strode 
from the room with the gasps of Char- 
lotte and Marion as the only sounds to 
break the silence. 

As I started up the stairway to my 
room, I heard Joe’s stunned question: 
“Well, what got into her?” | 

Frank, his mouth still full of food no 
doubt, just grunted. 

“I thought she’d been acting a little 
queer lately,” Marion said. 

Yes, | must have been real queer, al- 
right, to stand seven years of the kind 
of slavery I had endured. Seven long 


years ... 


Life had been good for us Andersons 
up until then, perhaps too good. Maybe 
that’s the reason nobody could seem to 
adjust to the situation when Daddy 
dropped dead of a heart attack one day 
at work and Mama had a nervous break- 
down when she heard the news and 
never completely recovered. With Daddy 
alive things had been easy with us. He 
made pretty good money and the boys 
went to work kind of early and none of 


us had been interested in college, except 
for me and my business school training. 
Even I had gotten a good job after I fin- 
ished my business course, starting out as 


an office clerk in the Rice Trucking Com- 
pany and working up to office manager 
with a good salary. 

[ don’t guess any of us ever thought 
too much about buying groceries or 
helping with the payments on the house 
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a freshly ironed shirt, always good for a loan. No-wor 


Chief cook and bottle washer, that was me; always good oe ) 


I felt like Cinderella before she went to the ball. Only whe, 


my Prince Charming came along he turned out to be a louse, 


and I was left alone to face my family with my shame 


or anything like that. We spent our 
money on ourselves: clothes and cars or 
whatever else we wanted. 

But when Daddy died we had to start 
facing some of the facts of life. He had 
always been proud that he took care of 
his family, and he never mentioned how 
much it was costing him. But it must 
have been costing him plenty because 
except for having some insurance, he 
didn’t own much or have any cash in 
the bank when he died. Even the insur- 
ance money went fast for Mama’s medi- 
cal care when she got sick. 

Pretty soon, we all had to face up to 
the fact that there was a mortgage to 
pay off and groceries to buy and re- 
pairs to be made on the house and more 
doctor’s bills and medical care for Mama 
to be paid for and clothes to be bought 
for Marion, who was only sixteen at the 
time and still in high school. 

In a way, I thought at the time, we 
were lucky. Neither my older brother, 
Frank, nor my younger brother, Joe, or 
myself was married and had responsi- 
bilities of our own. I felt that if we all 
pitched in and shared the expenses, we 
could get along pretty well. 

I soon found out, though, who was 
going to have to take on the biggest load. 
Frank did okay with his share of the ex- 
penses, but Joe dropped a lot of his pay 
in beer halls and on girls, so I often had 
to ante up part of his one-third of the 
expenses. The housecleaning and cook- 
ing and other chores fell to me, however, 
since Marion had her studies and danc- 
ing lessons and parties and dances. She 
was such a pretty child, and mixed with 
other kids so much better than I had 
ever done. I didn’t know quite what to 
say at parties and wasn’t a very good 
dancer, so even in my teens I soon found 
myself getting left out. But it was differ- 
ent with Marion. It seemed that the kids 


just couldn’t get together and have any 
fun without Marion being there, and | 
wanted her to have all the fun I missed, 

So I washed and ironed and cooked 
and took care of Mama at nights after 
the woman we hired to stay with her in 
the daytime was gone. Meanwhile, | 
kept plugging away at my job at the 
Rice Trucking Company, passing pret. 
tier girls with less ambition. 

Then one day about two years after 
Daddy died, Frank called a family con- 
ference. I was surprised when he asked 
Joe and me to sit down and have a little 
talk with him in the living room after 
dinner. Usually I was the one to call 
the family conferences. 

“T just wanted you and Joe to know 
that Charlotte and me are going to get 
married,” he announced nervously after 
we were settled in the living room. 
“We're going to buy a little place over 
on Apricot Street. It’s going to take a 
lot of money, but I should be able to 
help out some here at home, only not as 
much as now.” 

“Oh, Frank, how nice,” I said. We all 
knew Charlotte. She was a nice girl 
Frank had been dating for about a year, 
and | was truly happy that they had de- 
cided to get married. 

“Golly, man, how did you happen to 
let yourself get trapped into something 
like that?” Joe asked, his voice full of 
mock sympathy. 

“Only a few men are like you, Joe,” 
I said. “Most of them want to get mar- 
ried.” 

“Who says so?” Joe demanded. 

“Just look at all the married men,” I 
replied. “Besides, Charlotte can take 
over Frank’s meals and laundry now. 
That’s a good deal as far as I’m con- 
cerned.” I laughed as I said it, because 
I really didn’t object so much. 

But that was before the monotony had 
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really set in. That was before Frank and 
Charlotte began having a family of their 
own and the money Frank had been 
bringing home dwindled off to nothing. 
That was before I realized that Joe was 
going to be an undependable, devil-may- 
care liability. That was before I faced 
up to the fact that Marion had become 
a spoiled baby sister whose only inter- 
ests were her looks and boys. And that 
was before the terrible loneliness set in 
—the loneliness that is the constant com- 
panion of any woman without a man. 

Sometimes I tried to tell myself: 
You’re just feeling sorry for yourself, 
Estelle. Count your blessings. You've 
got a good job, you’re independent. So 
what if you don’t have a man. You've 
got responsibilities. People count on 
you. Don’t worry about a man. You're 
young yet. 

Seven years passed. | still didn’t have 
aman, and | wasn’t young anymore. 


EANWHILE, life moved on for 

everybody else. That is, everybody 
who wanted life to move on. Joe didn’t. 
He knew a good thing when he saw it, 
and home was it. I cooked his meals 
and did his shirts and loaned him money 
when he was short, which was a good 
deal of the time. 

“What would you do if you came to me 
and I said no just one time?” I grumbled 
one evening as | groped in my purse for 
the ten dollars he had just asked me for. 

“Aw, Estelle,” he winced, “you know 
you can have the shirt off my back.” 

“Sure,” I said. “I get it every week 
—to wash and iron.” 

“Honey, you said yourself that the 
laundry just rips the seams and knocks 
off the buttons. But if you want me to, 
I'll start taking them by there again.” 

“No, thanks,” I answered. “I’d only 
have to pay to get them out for you.” 

“Now don’t I bring home money every 
week?” he countered. 

“Some,” I admitted, “but not much.” 

“All right,” Joe said, “talk about me 
like a dog. But I’m going to take you to 
the movies tonight just the same.” 

“But who’s going to stay with Ma- 
ma?” | protested, yet unable to hide my 
happiness. That was the thing about 
Joe: you couldn’t stay mad at him long 
because he would all of a sudden up and 
do something nice, like bring a box of 
candy, or take you out some place. 

“Marion can stay home with Mama 
tonight,” Joe said. “It won’t kill her. 





You know, you've spoiled her too much, 
Estelle. She should be a lot more help 
to you around here than she is.” 

“T know,” I said. “I'll have to have a 
talk with her.” 

But I never got a chance to have that 
talk with Marion, because the next thing 
I knew she had landed a job as secretary 
in a lawyer’s office and in a few weeks 
moved out into a furnished apartment. 

“Really, Estelle,” she said when I 
asked why she couldn’t stay at home, “I 
think a girl should get out on her own 
instead of staying tied down to her fam- 
ily. That’s your trouble. You stayed 
home, and look, this is all the life you 
have.” 

Well, of all the nerve! If it hadn’t 
been for me where would any of them 
be? Frank wouldn’t have been able to 
get married and leave Mama. Joe would 
have to find out what it was like to have 
some responsibility, and little Miss 
Glamour Girl—Marion—wouldn’t have 
been able to run off and lead her own 
life in her own cozy apartment. Yes, I 
had been the patsy for them all, and I 
was sick of it. 

So I guess Maurice Townes couldn’t 
have come along at a better time, or a 
worse time, depending on how you 
looked at it. I was ripe for a man—any 
man. 

Not that I hadn’t had my chances be- 
fore, such as they were. Fellows in the 
office had tried to date me. But they were 
either already married or the impatient 
bachelor types who didn’t have time to 
waste on a girl who had to run home to 
take care of a sick mother every night. 

But Maurice was smoother than all 
the rest, and I guess even the sight of 
him appealed to me more than that of 
any other man I had ever seen, even be- 
fore I met him. He was over six feet 
tall with a rugged face and broad shoul- 
ders and lean hips, like the TV cowboys. 
Almost from the first day I saw him 
when I went to deliver some new orders 
to the dispatcher, I wondered what it 
would be like to be crushed in the arms 
of a man like that, to have him touch 
you, to feel the brute strength of him 
against you. 

And Maurice was no babe in the 
woods. He knew when a woman had eyes 
for him. So he managed to put two and 
two together when I started turning up 
in the dispatcher’s cage just about every 
morn when he was reporting for work. 


“Well, I don’t know where the keep 


the women around here,” he said one 
morning, smiling at me, “but I’m sure 
glad to see that one of them gets out 
where she can be appreciated.” 

“What makes you think I’m not ap- 
preciated in the front office?” I said, 
trying not to sound too friendly. 

“Then how come you spend so much 
time out here?” he asked bluntly, his 
eyes staring deeply into mine. 

“How come you ask questions that are 
none of your business?” I shot back. 
Before he had a chance to answer, | 
wheeled on my heels and walked away. 
Of all the insolent, egotistical, ill-man- 
nered goofs! 

It was three days before I saw Mau- 
rice Townes again. I had put my car in 
the garage to have it serviced, and was 
leaving the office for the bus stop when 
he came up beside me. 

“Miss Anderson?” 

I looked around at “Mr. 
Townes,” I said frostily, then realized 
immediately that by calling his name I 
had given away the fact I had bothered 
to find out who he was. 

“I—I want to apologize about the 
other day. Getting fresh, I mean. I 
didn’t know you were a wheel around 
here. Dispatcher says you could have 
had my job on the spot if you had wanted 


” 


him. 


to 

So that was it. He was afraid of los- 
ing his job. “Our differences are per- 
sonal, Mr. Townes, not business,” I said 
curtly. “I wouldn’t have you fired just 
because I happen to dislike you.” 

“Well, that’s awfully swell of you, not 
having me fired on that account, I mean. 
Of course, I’m sorry about the other 
part, not liking me.” 

“You don’t make it very easy to be 
liked with your smart remarks,” | said. 

“Yeah, I guess I did get off base, 
didn’t 1?” He opened his eyes wide and 
looked at me with his chin still down, 
and he seemed for all the world like a 
big kid who had been acting up in class 
and was now telling the teacher he was 
sorry. 

“Well,” I said, unable to withhold a 
smile, “I don’t guess there is any rea- 
son to keep you after school for it. It’s 
quitting time, you know.” 

“Then maybe I can start getting back 
on the good side by driving you home.” 

“No, thanks,” I started. “My car is 
just outside—” And then I remembered. 

I thought for a moment, then looked 
at this big, (Continued on Page 59) 
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—Not when I had a man to love me and 


: cherish me and let my every wish be his - 


command. A man who didn’t ask for 


anything in return 





“oN? ELLIE, THERE’LL NEVER BE ANOTHER 

man in my life,” I said with finality. “After 
Roger, how could 1? He and I—well, it was perfect 
with us.” I took a deep breath and told myself sternly 
that I must not cry. “How could another man ever 
take his place?” 

My sister looked distressed. “I’m sorry to have to 
talk to you this way,” she said, “but it’s been six 
months since Roger—” She paused, then went on de. 
terminedly, “You’ve been a widow for a year and a 
half, Jan. I think it’s about time you came out of 
mourning.” 

I shook my head. “I’m not in mourning,” I told her, 

“What else can you call it? You’ve dropped all 
your friends. You never go anywhere, just mope 
around the house and— well, it’s not good.” 

| smiled serenely. “I have my memories, Ellie,” | 
said. “Roger and I were so happy that [ think it will 
last a lifetime——my lifetime, at any rate. You know, 
when Roger died I thought I would die too. Just lie 
down and close my eyes and never get up.” 

Ellie caught my hand in both of hers. “It was a 
shock to all of us. He was so young and so healthy! 
I know how Id feel if I lost Jim, so I can imagine 
how it is with you.” 

“Really and truly?” I asked. “If you can, then 
you understand why there can never be another man 
for me.” 

“I—I guess so,” she said doubtfully. “But that’s 
still no reason to shut yourself off from the world. 
Jan, honey, you’re young and pretty! There should 
be years of happiness ahead for you.” 

| got up and walked to the window of the house 
Roger and | had moved into right after our marriage. 
Was it only three years ago? It seemed an eternity. 
| gazed out into the quiet residential street and saw 
children romping in a yard. If only— No, it was better 
this way, I told myself. If I had a child to care for 
there’d be less time to think about Roger. In time, I 
might even forget him! I didn’t want that. 

“Don’t worry about me, Ellie,” I said, not turning 
around. “I'll be all right. Really. Next week I’m go- 
ing to see about getting my old job back.” 

“Good!” 

“And then, I’ve got to do something about the house. 
I can’t keep up the payments by myself.” 

My sister came over and slipped an arm around my 
waist. “You know you’ve always got a home with 
us,” she said. “The two girls can sleep together and—” 

I kissed her affectionately. “You’re a doll, and I 
love you and Jim and the children. But I think I'll 
try and work something else out.” 

“Well, you could get a nice furnished room and 
rent the house out,” she suggested. 

“We'll see,” I said, not telling her I had already 
made up my mind what | would do. Time enough to 
tell her after everything was arranged. A short time 
later, my sister rose to go. She said apologetically, 
“I'd ask you over for dinner tonight, but I finally got 
Jim to budge out of the house and this is one date 
I’m not going to let him get out of. But maybe—why 
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not come along with us for a change?” 


me. Alec is coming over this evening, and—” 

“Alec? You mean Alec Warren we used to go to 
school with?” she asked excitedly. 

“Why, yes. He was Roger’s best friend,” I told her. 
“You remember—best man at our wedding and all 
that.” 

“Of course, of course! Have you been seeing much 
of him? I mean, he always did like you. In fact, every- 
body thought you and he—” She broke off, and | 
said firmly, “I like Alec as a friend, Ellie. He’s been 
very helpful since—since I’ve been alone. I don’t 
know what I would have done without him.” 

Ellie got a faraway, thoughtful look in her eye and 
seemed to forget I was standing there. “Good old 
Alec,” she murmured, half aloud. “I suppose he’s still 
over on the West Side?” 

I nodded. “Why?” 

“Oh, nothing. Nothing at all!” Ellie said quickly. 
She pecked me on the cheek. “Goodbye, honey. I got- 
tarun.” She went out the door and started down the 
steps. Halfway down she stopped and turned. “Alec 
isn’t married yet or anything like that, is he?” she 
asked. 

“Alec is a confirmed bachelor,” I laughed. “Why?” 

But she didn’t answer. She just waved her hand 
and ran out to her car. Slowly, I walked back into 
the house. I was always glad to see my sister, even 
though she worried about me too much. Her visit had 
come just as I was about to read some of the letters 
Roger had sent me after we became engaged. 

Talking with Ellie had broken the mood and instead 
of taking the letters out of the box I kept them in, | 
re-tied the ribbon and put it away. Maybe it was 
Ellie’s too-obvious concern about my being without a 
man that irritated me. Not that I didn’t appreciate 
her motive. But how could she know, how could any- 
one know how it was with me? 

When Roger died, part of me died too. The physical 
side of our marriage had been so perfect that I could 
never think of marrying another man. It would mean 
being unfaithful, just as if Roger were alive and I got 
involved in a secret affair. 

Then, too, the way Ellie reacted to Alec’s name 
made me thoughtful. Alec and Roger had been very 
close friends. They worked on the same job and often 
we were a threesome on weekends and holidays. When 
Roger became suddenly ill in the middle of that awful 
night the first person I called for help was Alec. He 
hurried over and together we watched in horrified 
silence as the doctor fought to save Roger. When the 
doctor shook his head, put away his stethoscope and 
drew the sheet over my husband’s lifeless face, I col- 
lapsed in Alec’s arms. 

Roger and Alec were as different as any two men 
could be. Roger was big and husky, always on the go 
as if he wanted to be sure to get everything out of life 
that was coming to him. He had a tendency to be- 
come impatient with anyone or anything not close to 
perfection. So although (Continued on Page 61) 


“No thanks. You run along and don’t worry about 



































































Her World - 


“i 


Why was I forced to make a joj 
it but ours that we happened _,,, } 


T WAS JUST one of those nights, | 
guess, when a guy is at loose ends 
and just can’t figure what to do with 
himself. At least, that was my excuse 
for sitting there drinking screwdrivers 
at the bar of the Canasta Club that night. 


Jack Glutman and Billy Korowski, my on 
best buddies, were with me. Jack could ™ , 
have had a date, but I guess maybe he like 
felt a little like I did, for once not really spil 
interested in much of anything. Billy’s a 
trouble was that he was broke; he shot 
his wad on some redheaded babe from - 
Texas earlier in the week. So there were qe 
we three guys, sitting at the bar sipping 
booze and not really on the make or oa 
anything. 

I guess the first thing that hit me was - 


the voice, deep and throaty, singing 


something about a love that had done wal 
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choice? Whose business was 
to be so very much in love? 


er wrong. I turned from the bar and 
voked in the direction where the four 
guys had been making with the instru- 
nentals all evening, and saw that they 
had been joined by a girl singer. She 
was standing very still, her face contort- 
ed with emotion as she sang. She looked 
like a jungle goddess with the spotlights 
spilling over her shimmering bronze 
skin. 

The voice kind of caught all of us, be- 
cause when she finished that first song 
Jack muttered aloud: “Good singer.” 

“Yeah.” added Billy, “that’s one thing 
they can really do.” 

“Who is she?” I asked. 

“I dunno.” Jack answered. “I didn’t 
even look at the billboard when we 
walked in this joint.” 

Billy turned to the bartender. “Who's 
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the gal?” he asked, motioning toward 
the singer. 

“June Allen,” the bartender added. 
“Local girl, sung in a few spots around 
town.” 

She sang three more songs and the 
crowd really went for her. You could 
tell not only from the way they applaud- 
ed—which a lot of people do just to be 
polite even though they haven’t stopped 
talking among themselves long enough 
to hear a note—but from the way every- 
body really shut up and listened while 
she was singing. 

[t was about ten minutes after she 
finished singing that I looked up and 
saw her making her way toward the bar. 
lhe only empty stool was the one right 
next to me, and for some reason | was 
kind of glad. 

“Give me a tall ginger ale with lots 
of ice, will you Joe?” she said to the 
bartender as she sat down. 

“Sure, June,” he said. 

| glanced at her carefully out of the 
corner of my eye, and saw that her looks 
were for real. I mean, she wasn’t all 
painted up and everything and it hadn't 
just been the lights. She really did look 
like a golden goddess with that smooth 
brown skin and jet black eyes and hair 
that hung around her shoulders. I wait- 
ed until she had her drink before I 
poke. 

‘You make nice sounds, June,” I said 
casually. 

She turned to me and flashed a smile. 
“Thank you,” she said in a soft voice as 
clear as a bell. It didn’t sound at all like 
her throaty singing. I noticed also that 
she had the most perfect set of even 
white teeth I had ever seen. 

Billy Korowski joined the conversa- 
tion then. “Yeah, we cats really dug 
you,” he said with a wink. 

June flashed that dazzling smile of 
hers again and nodded to him. 

She downed her ginger ale in long 
swallows—-not at all like some of the 
girls entertaining in clubs who came to 
the bar and sipped and sipped and 
sipped until they could pick up a guy or 
somebody started buying them drinks. 

In a couple of minutes, she was get- 
ting up to go. 

“How long are you going to be sing- 
ing here?” I asked quickly. 

lt all depends,” she said, laughing. 
“In this club, if they like you, you can 
stay forever. But if you don’t go over 
quick, you’re out in a week.” 
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“You'll probably be here forever,” I 
said, smiling at her. 

“Forever is a long, long time,” she 
said. 

“TI hope we get to hear you again,” | 
told her, then I introduced us. “This is 
Billy Korowski and Jack Glutman,” I 
said, waving to my buddies, “and I’m 
Howie Morris.” 

“Pleased to meet you,” she said, “and 
come in again.” 

“Hey,” Billy Korowski said, “how 
about us waiting until after your last 
show and picking up a couple of your 
girl friends and we could go party.” 

The smile faded from June’s face, 
and her voice was considerably cooler 
as she said: “I’m afraid not—goodnight, 
gentlemen.” She walked away. 

“Well, how do you like that?” Billy 
Korowski said when she was gone. 
“She should have jumped at the chance 
to go balling with us.” 

“Why?” I asked Billy drily. 

“Why?” he echoed. “Because she’s a 
spook and were—oh, come on, you 
dope, that vodka’s going to your head.” 

We all got up and left. 


iy WAS after a big party at the beach 

club that I saw June again. Jack was 
with Betsy McCall, Billy was with Ma- 
rion Allistar and I was with Marion’s 
sister, Kathy. 

“It’s still early yet,” Jack had said. 
“Why don’t we go by the Canasta Club 
and dig the new singer?” 

“Howie will go for that,” Billy Ko- 
rowski said, giving me a broad, know- 
ing grin. 

“Sure, she’s a good singer,” I an- 
swered, a little surprised at the defensive 
note in my voice, and glad the girls 
hadn’t caught what Billy was hinting at. 

The place was packed when we got 
there. Evidently the word had gotten 
around about how good June Allen was. 
What’s more, she was singing even bet- 
ter than before, as if the club had said 
she really could stay forever. 

“She’s such a pretty girl, too,” Betsy 
said after June had sung a couple of 
numbers. 

“Yeah,” Billy Korowski chimed in, “if 
you like the type.” 

“Don’t be prejudiced, Billy,” Marion 
said, smiling. 

“Who’s prejudiced?” Billy said. “I 
don’t care if they go to school in Little 
Rock.” 

That was good for a laugh. We all 





knew about Little Rock. 

The girls at the table, just like every. 
body else in the place, liked June’s sing 
ing a lot, so when she got through anj 
went to the bar for her ginger ale, | 
went and got her and brought her bac 
over and introduced her to Betsy anj 
Marion and Kathy. The girls all acted 
nice, so I pulled out a chair and asked 
June to join us, noticing the funny look 
on Billy’s face as I did it. 

“I can only stay a minute,” June said, 
“I promised to talk to some record peo. 
ple between shows.” 

“This must be very fascinating work,” 
Betsy said. “Dressing up in glamorous 
gowns every night and singing befor 
people who clap their hands and whistle 
like mad.” 

“It does kind of make your head 
spin,” June admitted with a laugh, “espe. 
cially if you’re pretty new at it like | 
am.” 

“I kind of thought you had been 
around,” Billy Korowski said, and there 
was a funny undertone in his voice. 

June must have missed it, because she 
was still smiling when she answered. 
“Oh, P’'ve done some gigs in a few West 
Side clubs, but nothing as big as this, 
and the Canasta Club isn’t really big, but 
it could be the door to the big time.” 

“Is that what you want to do?” | 
asked, “Make the big time, like Lena 
Horne or Ella Fitzgerald?” 

“I’m not really sure yet,” June said. 
“My folks wanted me to go in for se- 
rious music. I’ve really had a lot of 
training. But anyhow, right now this 
is fun.” 

We talked a little more, and then June 
had to go off and talk business with the 
record people. 

“You know,” Kathy said after she was 
gone, “I guess maybe colored people are 
pretty much like us. I mean, they have 
the same problems and doubts and fun. 
She’s the first one I ever really talked 


7 


to. 

“! think you’re right, Kathy,” Betsy 
said. “There were several in my class at 
school, and they were all nice except one 
I didn’t like. She seemed to always have 
a chip on her shoulder. The others were 
different.” 

“People are just people,” Jack Glut- 
man said. 

“Well, now, shall we all shout ‘halle- 
lujah’ and sing a good old spiritual?” 
Billy Korowski cracked. 

“Billy!” Marion Allistar said sharp- 
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| was free, white and 
2] and could have my 
pick of almost any girl 
from the best families 


So why did 


in town. 
[ have to go fooling 
around on the wrong 
side of the tracks— 


and like it? 


ly, jabbing him in the ribs with her el- 
how. 

“Don’t get me wrong,” Billy said. “I’m 
agreat liberal myself.” Then he looked 
at me with a grin. “Of course, I’m not 
quite in the league with Abe Lincoln 
here.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” | 
said loudly, feeling the blood rushing up 
the back of my neck. 

“You and Abe both need a haircut 
and a shave,” Billy said, laughing and 
running his hand through my hair. 

Everybody laughed, breaking the ten- 
sion, and I decided Billy was really only 
kidding so there was no need for me to 
be a sorehead about it. 

“C'mon,” he said, getting up and wav- 
ing to the waiter to bring the check, 
“let’s blow the joint.” 


EVERAL NIGHTS LATER, I wan- 
dered into the Canasta Club alone, 
picking a time when I knew June would 
be onstage. I went to the bar and sipped 
a screwdriver while she ran through her 


“What are you doing,” I asked, 
“playing hard to get?” She gave it to 
me real straight: “I am hard to get.” 


last three numbers, then waited for her 
to come for her ginger ale. Only she 
didn’t show. For half an hour I waited, 
and still no sign of her. 

“What’s the matter with June,” | 
finally got up enough nerve to ask Joe 
the bartender, “she given up ginger 
ale?” 

Joe laughed. “I guess so,” he said. 
“She’s probably got visitors backstage. 
The newspaper guys have been hanging 
around and a couple of record com- 
panies want to sign her up. Then there 
are a lot of guys trying to make her and 
think she’s an easy play.” 

“Is she?” I asked Joe. 

“T doubt it,” he said matter-of-factly. 
“She goes home alone in a cab every 
night.” 

“Maybe she’s married and goes home 
to her old man,” I said. 

“She’s not married,” Joe said, “but I 
guess she’s got a guy. A doll like her is 
bound to have a man.” 

“Yeah.” I agreed. 

I waited ten more minutes then left the 





bar and walked through the door the en- 
tertainers used in the back of the room. 
I figured somebody would stop me, but 
nobody did. 

There were several rooms in the back, 
and as a waiter passed me I asked: “Can 
you tell me where June Allen is?” 

“Her dressing room’s right there,” he 
said, pointing to one on my right. 

“Thanks,” I said and walked to the 
door. It was open, and two guys were 
sitting around inside, talking to June. 
who was seated before a mirror. 

“Hi,” I said, feeling kind of foolish 
as I stuck my head inside the door. “I 
didn’t mean to butt in but I just wanted 
to say hello.” 

“Well, Hi!” June said, just like I was 
an old friend. “Come on in and sit 
down. We were talking business but 
we're all through now.” 

She introduced me to the two men. 
One was the owner of the club, and the 
other one was her agent. 

“You like her singing, huh?” the 
owner said to (Continued on Page 52) 
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HINGS SURE WERE DULL in our neighborhood after 

echool let out. Junior year in high school is pretty 
aciting. You get in on enough of the senior activities to 
jook ahead to next year when it will be you, and there’s 
aways a lot of junior things going on. So it’s a letdown 
anywhere, when school is out for the summer. 

Out here on Box Elder Road it’s worse. The houses are 
sl fairly new and far apart. Most of the families are new, 
joo. Just little kids or none at all. Gracie Hayes and I were 
the only teen-age girls for miles, and the only boys were my 
prother Jim and Ted Foster. They were both going to be 
juniors the next year. 

When a new family moved in next door to us, Gracie and 
[sat on the porch watching, hoping they’d have at least one 
child our age. All they had was two little girls, who looked 
like they might be two and four. More baby sitting money, 
but not much fun. 

The fun developed, though. They hadn’t been there three 
days when the woman called me to baby sit. She said her 
name was Jerry Lane and to call her Jerry and she wanted 
me to watch the two little girls and see that they stayed out 
of the way of the party she was giving. 

From the sounds of that party, I wished I could be there. 
Lots of laughter, music, glasses clinking, and all that. I 
guess I must have looked pretty wistful when she paid me 


| off, because she set a plate of little sandwiches on the table 


and got out a bottle of pop and said to sit down and talk 
awhile as it would be hours before Lyle, her husband, would 
be home and he would be stuffy when he did get there 
because he always took a dim view of her parties. 

“Never wants me to have any fun,” she pouted. She was 








real pretty; slender, rich red lipstick and lots of jewelry. “Is 
your father that way?” 

“Mother doesn’t have many parties,” I said. Matter of 
fact, Mother didn’t have any parties, unless you could call 
having three couples in for cards on Saturday night once a 
month a party. 

“T'd die without parties. Are there many young people 
in this neighborhood? Like you, I mean?” 

I told her how many. Or how few. It was good to have 
someone interested. Not that Mother wasn’t interested in us. 
She just didn’t understand how dull things could get without 
a gang to dance and listen to records and all. 

“Tll have to liven things up for you kids.” Jerry Lane 
smiled. “Tell you what. Next Tuesday I’ll give you a party. 
You invite eight or ten boys and girls. I’ll invite some of 
my friends. Get someone else for a sitter. We'll do it right.” 

I thought maybe she’d forget it, so I didn’t say anything 
to Gracie or even to Jim. But Monday morning early she 
called me over and asked if I’d invited any of the gang and 
what did we want to eat and drink. I got right on the phone 
and called the gang. Then I watched the two little girls 
while she went to the store and when she got back we made 
sandwiches and put them in the freezer. 

That party was something. She had scads and scads of 
records. All the rock and roll ones, and a lot of old ones 
that had a mean beat. There were the sandwiches we'd 
made, gallons and gallons of potato chips, peanuts, pop- 
torn, fruit punch, pop, and ice cream sticks to top it off. 

I'd wondered about the friends she was going to invite, 
but I needn’t have worried. Most of the women didn’t look 


much older than we were and the men were real smooth. 
They could dance rings around Jim and Ted, for instance. 
Not that Gracie or I either one danced with Jim and Ted. 
There were too many others to dance with and besides, Jim 
and Ted were very busy with Jerry and another girl she 
called Patti. 

That party was the beginning of a new era on Box Elder 
Road. The next week Jerry had another one, only this time 
she just wanted Gracie, Jim, Ted and me, and she invited 
only four of her friends. The one called Patti, another one 
named Dee, and two men who had danced a lot with Gracie 
and me, Harold Draper and Jack Kenyon. 

Harold took nearly all my dances. I’d never met anyone 
like him. He wasn’t much taller than I was, about five-ten 
or so, slim, a tiny mustache, smooth clothes and a real cool 
dancer. I thought I liked that party better than the other one. 

I guess Jerry did, too, because the next week she had the 
same bunch again. There was something about the fruit 
punch that seemed to give us a lift, but we didn’t know then 
that it was spiked. It tasted just about like any fruit punch, 
only a little bitey especially after the potato chips. 

Gracie suspected the punch was spiked at the third party. 
I wouldn’t hear it. “Jerry is just like a kid herself.” I told 
Gracie. “Why would she spike the punch?” 

“I’m not even sure why she bothers with us, Ruthie.” 
Gracie sounded sort of worried. “It doesn’t seem right, 
somehow. And I don’t know about Jack. How come men as 
old as he and Harold are can come to parties in the after- 
noon like this?” 

Gracie had come home with me to stay all night, and we 
were on my bed, going over the party. I laughed at her 
worries. We were having a lot more fun this summer than 
I had expected and I wasn’t letting any silly worries of 
Gracie’s spoil it. 

“Maybe they’re independently wealthy and don’t have to 
work,” I said. 

Gracie hooted. “In Clemens? Be your age, stoop. There 
just isn’t that kind of money around here.” 

“Okay, so maybe they’re professional gamblers and only 
work at night. Does that sound more reasonable?” 

“Make fun if you like.” Gracie pouted. “All the same, I 
don’t get it.” 

“You don’t have to get it. Just enjoy it.” I told her. 
“Think of how dull it was before Jerry and her husband 
moved here and she began to give the parties for us. Want 
to go back to that?” 

“T sure don’t.” Gracie shuddered. “What about Lyle? 
Have you ever seen him?” 

“Once. When I baby-sat there at night.” 

“What's he like?” 

“A lot like Harold. Taller. Heavier. Just about as 
smooth. But serious. He must be a whole lot older than 
Jerry is. No wonder she likes to have parties and invite us 
over. I don’t think he ever smiles or has fun.” 

“I figured him for a square, way she talked. Why does 
she stay with him? I’ll bet there would be any number of 
men who would marry her in a flash. Boy! Wouldn’t I 
like to look like she does?” Gracie stood up and surveyed 
herself in my mirror. 

What showed there wasn’t at all bad, for seventeen. 
Gracie had all the regulation (Continued on Page 65) 
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a AUDIENCE in the night club 
‘was having a ball. All around me 
roared with laughter as the 
n blues singer shimmied and shook 
bellowed into the microphone: 
You're gonna miss your big fat mama, 
Some of these days! 
she stepped back, hiked her skirt 
over her plump knees and began to 
her bulging hips. 
Across the table from me, Buck 
Jed on the table in time with the 
“Aw, work, big mama!” he 
ghed. “All that meat and no pota- 


” 








Ivy smiled tolerantly and raised her 
yebrows at me. “This husband of mine 
inks he’s part of the floor show, 
ula,” she said above the noise. 

| stole a sidelong glance at Stuart. 
He seemed to be enjoying the vulgar dis- 


a ay as much as everyone else. He 
PBudged me. “Look at her! Isn’t that 
om ing?” 


“| think it’s disgusting!” I snapped. 
When the act was over, Buck pulled 
ta handkerchief and mopped his face. 
n! That’s a whole lot of woman!” 
exclaimed. “How about it, Stu? The 
who marries her won’t have to wor- 
about keeping warm in the winter- 






” 





“That’s right,” my handsome husband 
plied. “But couldn’t you call that hav- 
gtoo much of a good thing?” 

Buck nodded. “She’s bigger than both 
wives put together.” 

The three of them kept it up, telling 
my stories about fat people until | 









pught I could stand it no longer. 
y, Stuart turned to me and said, 
Ire so quiet, honey, aren’t you 
Wing a good time?” 

Frankly, no!” I said sharply. “I 
t think it’s very nice to sit here and 
fun of people who can’t help the 
they look.” 

k stared at me. “What are you 
ling so mad about, Paula? We were 
kidding.” 

“Yes, you’re awfully touchy all of a 
iden,” Stuart added. 

“Now stop it, you two!” Ivy cut in 
ickly. “Quit picking on Paula. I 
how she feels. I think every wom- 
a has a secret fear that some day she 
get fat and out of shape like that.” 
Buck said, “Ivy, honey, you’re a per- 





















36 and I love you just the way you 





But there are plenty of men who go 
women with meat on their bones.” 













“Just the same, I’m on Paula’s side,” 
Ivy declared. “Go find yourselves a 
couple of big fat mamas if you're not 
satisfied with women who don’t have to 
count calories and watch their weight— 
thank goodness!” 

That’s Stuart blurted out. 
“Speak for yourself, Ivy. Tonight I 
caught Paula strapping herself into one 
of those girdle contraptions!” He 
laughed as if he had just told the fun- 
niest joke, but I was so angry I nearly 


when 


burst into tears. 

“That was not a girdle!” I said icily. 
“It was only a waist nipper. And if you 
can’t find something else to talk about. 
Stuart Owens, then I’m leaving!” 

Well, they saw how mad I was so the 
subject was dropped, but nobody seemed 
to be having much fun after that. As 
far as I was concerned, the whole eve- 
ning was spoiled. I settled down to some 
steady drinking, grimly ignoring the ef- 
forts of my husband and my friends to 
cheer me up. I had so wanted the eve- 
ning to turn out nicely. In the past, 
Stuart and | had enjoyed many a night 
out with Ivy and Buck Clemens, our 
closest friends. 

But this night was fast becoming a 
flop. Well, I told myself bitterly, | 
should have known it would be like that. 
After all, the day started out badly. The 
past twelve hours drifted through my 
mind in an alcoholic haze. . . 

T WAS giving Stuart junior his 
breakfast and feeling grateful that his 
arrival three years before hadn’t ruined 
my figure. Having babies did that to 
some women, my sister Lottie, for in- 
stance. Not that Lottie let herself go, 
but after two kids, she now looked posi- 
tively matronly. And she was younger 
than I. Then there was Aunt Carrie. 
The mere thought of her swollen, mis- 
shapen figure made me shudder. 

I sent up a silent prayer of thanks. 
Fortunately, I was as trim and shapely 
as I’d been when Stuart married me. It 
never failed to give me a lift when my 
sister or some other woman said envi- 
ously, “I don’t see how you do it, Paula! 
Seems:as if just thinking about food puts 
weight on me.” 

My sister Lottie would say, “I used to 
think it ran in the family, Paula. Mama 
wasn’t big, but Grandma sure was, ac- 
cording to anybody who ever saw her. 
And Aunt Carrie—well, you know about 
her!” 


Lottie would sigh and shake her head 
despairingly. “Whatever it is, you sure 
didn’t inherit it. You’re the same size 
you were the day you graduated.” 

Sometimes I tried to give her tips on 
dieting or slenderizing exercises, and if 
Stuart happened to be there he'd get 
angry with me. “Leave Lottie alone,” 
he’d scold. “I happen to know that Ed 
likes his wife the way she is.” 

I'd pretend to agree with him. “Any- 
thing you say, darling—as long as you 
like me the way / am.” 

Then he’d sweep me into his arms and 
whisper fiercely, “I’d love you any way, 
you little devil 

I'd kiss him lightly and laugh. “Liar. 
But I love it!” 

Stuart was sweet and I’m sure he 
thought he meant every word. But I had 


'”? 


no illusions about what can happen once 
a woman fails to keep up her appear- 
ance, especially with a husband as at- 
tractive as mine. For me, keeping up 
my appearance meant keeping the slim, 
trim figure that won admiring glances 
from other men and still excited my hus- 
band after five years of marriage. 

Whatever it was that caused so many 
women to take on unsightly weight as 
they approached middle age—heredity, 
glands, or just plain gluttony—I was 
determined to fight against it. It had not 
been too hard a battle, despite my early 
fears. I never ate much as a child and 
when I grew up I found that I could get 
along on very little food. I also devoted 
a lot of time to sports and to dancing, 
which helped keep me as petite as | 
wanted to be. 

| admit I had some anxious moments 
before the baby was born. But the doc- 
tor assured me that modern delivery 
techniques made it possible for a woman 
to become a mother without losing her 
figure. Telling it this way, I suppose it 
seemes that I had a “thing” about my 
figure. And there was more than or- 
dinary feminine vanity involved. It was 
almost an obsession with me. If you 
had ever seen my Aunt Carrie you would 
understand. 

I leaned over and wiped the cereal 
from my son’s face. I was doubly 
blessed, I thought happily. Not only did 
I have a lovely baby, but I had escaped 
the fate I dreaded more than anything 
else in the world. If by some chance | 
should ever become like Aunt Carrie—! 
Quickly, I thrust the terrifying thought 
from my mind. 


37 
































The telephone rang. I lifted Stuart Jr. 
down from his high chair and deposited 
him in the play pen. My sister, Lottie, 
was on the wire. We exchanged the 
usual pleasantries, then she said, “I just 
talked with Aunt Carrie a few minutes 
ago. She asked about you.” 

“Is that right?” I said cautiously. 
“How is she?” 

Lottie grunted. “Same as always. 
You know how it is with her, not being 
able to get around.” She paused a mo- 
ment. “To tell the truth, that’s why I 
called you. I want you to do me a 
favor...” 

Right then was when I should have 
made some excuse, but I didn’t, even 
though I had a feeling that I was about 
to get involved in something I’d have 
I hadn’t seen Aunt 
Carrie for several years, but Lottie kept 
in close touch with her, often running 
errands and going downtown to take 
care of business for our mother’s sister. 

Lottie asked me to go by Aunt Carrie’s 
for her. “You’ve got a car, Paula,” she 
said, “And I honestly don’t feel up to it 
today.” 

“I don’t think I can,” I told her. 
‘There’s no one here to take care of 


reason to regret. 


Junior, so—” 

“Bring him over here,” she suggested. 
“My kids will take good care of him. 
In fact, you could leave him overnight 
and you and Stuart would have a free 


. ” 
evening. 


“After seeing Aunt Carrie, I'll prob- 
ably need it!” I said, but I was only half 
joking. Since I'd let myself be talked 
into a boring afternoon I’d make up for 


20 
© 


evening. 


O A SHORT TIME LATER I de- 

posited Junior at Lottie’s, then 
headed the car to the run-down section 
where Aunt Carrie lived in the house 
where she and my mother had been 
born. 

I parked in front of the dingy frame 
house and smoked a cigarette while I 
convinced myself that I should go 
through with the promise I made Lottie. 
Finally, I got out and went up to the 
house. I knocked on the front door and 
heard Aunt Carrie call out, “It’s open. 
Come on in.” 

I pushed open the door opening di- 
rectly into the living room, marvelling 
at the deceptive lightness of that voice. 
Hearing it, you would picture a small, 
delicately-built young woman—like me, 
for instance. But in reality... ! I 
forced myself to look at the grotesque 
form bulging out of the arm chair in 
front of the window. Aunt Carrie hadn’t 
been out of the house for at least two 
years, but from her vantage point she 
kept up with everything that was going 
on in the neighborhood. All she did all 
day was gaze out the window and ex- 
change gossip with the people who 
passed by. 

“H-hello, Aunt Carrie,” I mumbled, 
wondering whether I ought to go over 
and kiss her. I decided that would be 
too much. I just couldn’t bring myself 
to do it. Aunt Carrie weighed about 250 
pounds, although as I recalled from the 
last time I’d seen her standing, she was 
not much over five feet tall. Her squat, 
dumpy figure seemed to spread in all 
directions. 

Not that she was a bad looking wom- 
an. Her features were sharp and well- 
formed, and her complexion was smooth 
and flawless. But her puffy cheeks al- 
most hid her eyes and gave her a squinty 
appearance; her double chin hung down 
and covered her neck in rolls of fat. 

She was neatly dressed in a print 
housecoat. She motioned me to a chair 
with a thick arm that tapered down to 
dimpled fingers that looked like sau- 
sages. “Saw you sittin’ in that pretty 
car of yours,” she said. “Thought for a 
minute you changed your mind about 
comin’ in.” 

“Why—no. I was just—” 

“Not too particular about visitin’ your 
fat old aunt, are you?” 


it by making Stuart take me out for the 


“That’s not true, Aunt Carrie,” | 
quickly. “I’d come to see you more, 
if I didn’t have so much to do. j 
know—Stuart, the baby, the house,” 

“Hmm! How’s that man of 
treating you?” she asked. 

“Fine, Aunt Carrie! Stuart’s won 
ful to me and the baby. Last month 
got a raise and—well, I guess ]'p 
happy as I could be.” 

She grunted again. “That’s not 
I mean, girl. Is he taking care of you 
right?” Her beady eyes fastened on 
“Stand up,” she commanded. 

I stood up, nervously smoothing dg 
my skirt. Aunt Carrie smiled 
nodded. “Yep, you're gettin’ good k 
in’, all right!” she observed. 

I forced a smile. “I—I don’t ky 
what you mean, Aunt Carrie. Of cou 
Stuart loves me.” 

She chuckled and said slyly, “It sho 
on you. It shows on any woman whi 
not starved for love. Yessir, your hi 
have filled out and—” 

“I’m the same size I always was!” 
said emphatically. “Everybody says s0' 
She waggled her head. “People 
see you often don’t notice the differen 
but I haven’t seen you since just befo 
your baby was born,” she reminded m 

“So you think I’m putting « 
weight?” 

Her laugh was high and tinkling 
“Don’t sound so sad about it! Be g 
you haven’t got a husband who’s a ce 
fish.” 

I was still standing and I suddenk 
felt very foolish. I sat down, telling my 
self there was no reason to let her cray 
theory upset me. “I think you’re wrong, 
I spoke up. “Even the doctors don’ 
know for sure.” 

“Well, ] know,” Aunt Carrie declared 
She patted the roll of fat around her 
middle. “I’m an expert!” 

She went on to tell me that she had 
been small and very attractive when sh 
first got married. She and Uncle Henn; 
whom I vaguely remembered, didn 
have any children but they were ver 
happy together, she told me. I listened # 
she described how she gradually put o 
weight and the fat remained even after 
her husband died. My mind rejected he 
firm belief that it was “good lovin’ ” that 
ballooned her into a replica of the fa 
lady at the circus, but at the same tim 
I could think of no other logical reason 
for her condition. After all, she should 
know what happened to her. 
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Trying to conceal my nervousness and 
impatience, I finally got Aunt Carrie 
around to the point of my visit and a 
short time later I was running the er- 
rands she wanted. But as I drove along 
and went in and out of the stores, | 
couldn’t get out of my mind the things 
Aunt Carrie had said. I’d never heard 
of such a crazy idea, yet I couldn’t com- 
pletely reject it. 
stopped in a drug store and weighed my- 


On an impulse, | 


self on a penny scale. I was ten pounds 
heavier than I thought I was! 

Convinced that the scales couldn’t be 
working right, I could hardly wait until 
I got home to check on our bathroom 
scales. When I returned to Aunt Car- 
rie’s, I didn’t give her a chance to get 
started again. I told her I was in a hurry 
and rushed out. Imagine my horror 
when I found that the bathroom scales 
confirmed the fact of the unsuspected 
ten pounds. 

How was it possible? 
self. I looked at myself in the mirror, 
trying to see if there was fat on my hips, 


I asked my- 


my stomach. Maybe it was the power 
of suggestion but I thought I detected 
an unsightly thickening around my 
waist. That settled it! I’d have to watch 
my diet. If that didn’t work, well— 
maybe I’d give some thought to what 
Aunt Carrie had told me. 


ES, THE DAY had been a trying 

one and I eagerly looked forward to 
a night on the town with Stuart. We'd 
called Ivy and Buck and they were free, 
so we were a foursome again as we'd 
been so many times in the past. The eve- 
ning started out well, but now, as | 
drained my glass and handed it to Buck 
for a refill, I had to admit that it was 
turning out to be a big bust. 

Stuart made some remark about my 
drinking so much, but I pretended not 
to hear. I wanted to forget everything 
—the big blues singer who had touched 
off the conversation on fat people; Aunt 
Carrie, whose words refused to leave my 
mind; the ten pounds of flesh I had 
picked up unnoticed—everything. 

When Stuart and I finally got home, 
apparently he suddenly realized that with 
Junior over at Lottie’s, we were alone. 
He swept me into his arms and for a 
blissful moment I submitted to his ar- 
dent embrace. “Darling—I love you so 
much!” he breathed into my ear. The 
words seemed to trigger a violent re- 
action in me. Aunt Carrie may be right. 


I can’t let him make love to me, I thought 
desperately. 

I pulled out of his arms, trembling 
violently. Stuart stared at me. “What’s 
You've been on edge 
all evening long.” 

“What do you expect?” I flared. “It 
was disgusting the way you and the 


wrong, Paula? 


others made fun of that poor woman at 
the night club!” 

“Poor woman? Why, Sue Raney is 
tops in show business.” 

“That’s not what I mean. You all 
were laughing at her because she’s fat 
and shapeless and—” 

He grabbed my arms and gave me a 
little shake. “Get hold of yourself, dar- 
ling. What’s this all about? Sure, Sue 
Raney is a big woman, but she’s not 
shapeless or an object of ridicule. Plenty 
of men like women who are built like 
her.” 

“Do you?” I demanded. 







Aunt Carrie’s theory somehow made me 
feel better. 

As time went on, Stuart stopped try- 
ing to make love to me, as if he sensed 
that was the purpose of all my endless 
subterfuges. Of course, I missed the love 
and affection that my husband had al- 
ways given me, especially when he start- 
ed going out alone or coming home late 
from work. But the five pounds I lost in 
the first two weeks was my compensa- 
tion. 

Then, when I thought I had my prob- 
lem licked, I suddenly began to put on 
weight. I couldn’t account for it except 
that I now had an uncontrollable urge 
to eat and I yielded to the impulse. It 
seemed I couldn’t stop stuffing myself 
when I was at the table. I didn’t know 
it then, but that was how I was really 
my _ self- 


compensating myself for 
imposed denial of love. 
And as I gained weight, I stopped go- 


How could I make my husband understand the terrible, 






unreasoning fear inside me—the fear that made me shrink 







from his touch and spend lonely nights in cold sorrow? 







“Darling, I love you,” he said patient- 
ly. “I love you just the way you are.” 

But I refused to be consoled, and for 
the first time since we’d been together 
we slept separately. We argued until 
finally Stuart announced he would sleep 
on the cot in Junior’s room, and I 
crawled off to bed feeling miserable and 
at the same time strangely relieved. 


S THE DAYS PASSED, with me 

watching my weight like a hawk, 
things between Stuart and me went from 
bad to worse. The wear and tear on our 
nerves was terrible as I resorted to every 
trick I could think of to keep Stuart at 
arm’s length. Aunt Carrie’s theory that 
the physical aspect of love between two 
people who really care for each other 
affects the woman’s weight had taken 
hold in my mind and I soon began to 
accept it as fact. 

Oh, I realize now how illogical it was, 
but to me then it was quite sensible. I 
knew that all my life I’d had an uncon- 
scious revulsion for fat people and a 
horror of being fat myself. Clinging to 


ing out. /’ll wait until I lose a few 
pounds, I'd tell myself, then I'll buy 
new clothes and do the town with Stuart. 
Meanwhile, I refused to go anywhere, 
even with such good friends as Ivy and 
Buck. 

Worry only made me eat more, and 
the more I ate, the more I hated myself. 
I took it out on Stuart. It was real tor- 
ture for me. All the time when I had re- 
pelled his normal affectionate advances 
and he kept coming back for more 
punishment, I never doubted his love 
for me. But since he no longer made 
any demands on me—even though I had 
purposely contrived the situation—I be- 
gan to suspect he had found someone 
else. " 

I frankly asked myself why, after all, 
should Stuart love me any more. I had 
become a fat, nagging shrew. He never 
had a contented, peaceful moment with 
me these days. I was positive that he 
loved Junior as much as ever, but he 
hardly saw him anymore because of the 
time he spent away from home. 

(Continued on Page 70) 
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What was to happen to us— 


three people living in a house 


built on love and destroyed by 
bitterness and hateful spite? 


OE’S EYES WERE HARD as he stood 
looking at me that evening, and I could 

see the angry red surge of blood flowing 
up under his tan cheeks. The danger point, 
I thought, that last instant before the burn- 
ing fuse ignites the powder keg. It was a 
look I had never seen in Joe during our 
courtship and marriage. But now it came 
often, a look frightening to behold in the 
man I loved. 

“All right, Mary, that'll be enough,” he 
snarled. 

Enough was right. I had certainly had 
enough of his mother’s interference, enough 
of her so-called advice, enough of her criti- 
cism, enough of her nearly making a 
neurotic wreck out of my five-year-old 
Tommy. 

It was ironic, too, when I remembered 
that I had thought it was such a good idea 
for Joe’s mother to come live with us after 
her sister died. She had been a widow 
for ten years, and then when her sister 
passed, she seemed to be such a lonesome 
soul, living all by herself in a town two 
hundred miles away, that I had agreed with 
Joe right off when he suggested bringing 
her down to stay with us. Besides, wouldn’t 
it be nice having a built-in baby sitter with 
Tommy so Joe and I could get out a little 
more? With our budget and the high price 
of sitters, nights out on the town for Joe 
and me, even such simple things as dinner 
and a movie downtown, had become a 
rarity. 

So Joe’s mother came to stay with us, 
and now I was sorry of the day she set foot 
inside our house. Almost from the hour 
she arrived, she wanted to change things. 
Instead of taking the spare bedroom down 
the hall that we had fixed up for her, she 
insisted on sleeping in Tommy’s room, 
which opened right off ours! At night, Joe 
and I had practically no privacy at all. 

Then there was the question of how to do 
the dishes. I had a husband and growing 
boy to take care of as well as the house- 
work, so I had to do things the easiest way 
for me. And the easiest way for me to do 
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ll Set You Up In a 
MONEY- MAKING 
UN ESS 


Run From Home! 





EVERYTHING 
FURNISHED 


eee 
TOP MEN 
MAKE 
$5 - 510 
AN HOUR! 
eee 
YOU NEVER 
INVEST 
ONE 
CENT! 








I’! Show You How to Make 
BIG MONEY the First Hour! 


ret into a high-paying business without spend- 
ing a cent! I’ll rush you, ——— FREE, a 
powerful Starting Business Outfit. It contains 
EVERYTHING you need to start making ex- 
iting cash profits the first hour! 
As the Mason Shoe Counselor in your town, 
you can start taking easy orders the minute 
our Outfit arrives. You need no experience. 
I’ll show you how to add as much as $217.00 
EXTRA income a month fer just 2 orders 
a day... how to take orders from friends, rela- 
ives, neighbors, folks where you work. 
EVERYONE wantscomfortable shoes. Mason 
\ir-Cushioned shoes are backed by the Good 
Housekeeping Guarantee Seal, have been ac- 
epted for advertising by the American Med- 
a! Association. Some topnotch men have 
aken up to 20 orders their first day... earn- 
1g up to $10 an hour! 


NOT SOLD IN STORES! 
Viason Shoes are not sold in stores, so folks 
must buy fom YOU and KEEP buying from 
you! You feature 160 dress, sport, work shoe 
styles for men, women .. . with such EXTRA 
features as Air Cushion innersoles, Steel Shanks, 
ork soles of Neoprene, Cork, Cushion Neo- 
ene Crepe, Safety Shoes. 

You'll run the best “‘shoe store” business in 
wn, because you actually ‘‘carry” a greater 
election than a store. You draw on our stock 
»ver 200,000 pairs in sizes 22 to 15, widths 
AAA to EEEE. No need to substitute... 
iks get the style, size, width they order. No 

wonder you can expect fast profits! 


Rush Coupon for Your FREE Outfit! 

Start now! We will rush, absolutely FREE, 

EVERYTHING you need to start making 
oney the first hour! Make the extra cash you 
ed ...send the coupon TODAY! 


MASO rts At wi ‘onsin 
Send for FREE outfit! 
fr. Mason, Dept. F-440 
" Mason Shee Mfg. Co., Chippewa Fails, Wis. i 
| Please set me up ina MONEY-MAKING BUSINESS I | 
an run from home. Rush Start 


REE and raw my - 
g Business Outfit with EVERYTHING | need to start | 
vaking extre cash from the very first hour! 





| knew how vicious she could be, 
but to accuse me of another man 
“Phy, you old witch!” | shouted. 


the dishes was to put them in hot soapy 
water and forget them while I did some- 
thing else. Then, after they had soaked 
clean, I would scald them with hot water 
and let them drain dry. 

But that wasn’t good enough for Joe’s 
mother, oh no. “I just can’t stand a 
sink full of dirty dishes,” she would say. 
Then she would proceed to wash them 
by hand and dry them the same way. I 
didn’t mind her doing them like that if 
it made her happy, but why couldn’t she 
shut up about it. But not her, that was 
part of the method in her madness. She 
just went ahead, doing things without 
anybody asking her, and then she talked 
about what she had done for the rest of 
the day. I came home from shopping 
one Saturday and found that she had 
even re-arranged all the furniture in the 
living room. Then, after Joe came home 
from work that night, she complained 
about how hard she had been working 
around the house. And | had never 
asked her to lift a finger! 

But that wasn’t all. She had prac- 
tically taken over Tommy, deciding what 
clothes he should wear every day, fret- 
ting over his meals, bemoaning the fact 
that we let him drink chocolate milk 
instead of taking it plain. 

This morning had come the knock- 
down-drag-out. Joe’s mother had threat- 
ened Tommy that, for some minor bit of 
mischief, the “boogey man” would get 
him. I let my top blow slowly. 

“We don’t tell Tommy ‘boogey man’ 
stories, Mother,” I told her. “If he’s 
done something wrong, then we'll dis- 
cuss punishing him, but don’t frighten 
him half to death with horror tales.” 

“Well! Really, Mary. I was only 
raising children before you were born,” 


she snorted with indignation. 

“Practice doesn’t always make perm 
fect,” I snapped. I knew I shouldn't 
have said that, but it just came out be 
fore I could control myself. . 

“Mary! Of all the nerve. Are you 
suggesting I haven’t done a good job of 
raising Joe or the others—” 

“I’m not suggesting anything, Moth 
er,” I said, “except that you don’t tell 
Tommy wild stories about the Boogey 
Man.” 

She stared at me for a long minute 
and then, with a little choke in her voie 
she said, “I guess I can tell when I’mn 
longer welcome around here.” And with 
that she wheeled around and walked ¢ 
of the room. 

So when Joe came in from work, 
had a fat story to tell him about how 
had insulted her when she was only try« 
ing to teach Tommy what was right. 

“Is telling him lies about a “Boog 
Man’ right?” I demanded. 

“Now she’s calling me a liar!” she 
wailed, looking tearfully to Joe. 

That’s when Joe warned me that | h 
said enough. 

If that didn’t take gall. After all I 
only his wife and the mother of his som 
I cooked his meals and did his shi 
and kept his home, but he sided with 
his mother without even hearing me 
out. 

I guess it had been a long time com 
ing, but this was it. “You’re right about 
it being enough,” I shouted at Joe. “I’ve 
had enough of her disrupting ouf 
home!” 

“You see, Joe, you see!” his mother 
screamed. “I told you she didn’t want 
me here.” 


“I think (Continued on Page 72) 
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lo A Man's Heart 


_ VALENTINE’S DAY all good ap- 

4 petites yearn for something special, and 
cherry desserts are bound to be a popular hit. 
What better “gift” could surprise and please a 
hungry family more than a mouth-watering 


cherry pie made with tart juicy berries, or for 
the bridge club girls, an unusual combination 
dish of crispy rolled pancakes smothered with 
spiced cherries. See TAN’s food pages for a 
new favorite. 

* 
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Cherry Relish Molds 
Drain one can red sour pitted cherries. Measure liquid, add water to 
tke two cups. Heat one cup of liquid to boiling. Add to one pkg. cherry 
levored gelatin; stir until dissolved. Add remaining cup cold liquid. 
Chill te the consistency of unbeaten egg white; add cherries and 2/; cup 
ed celery. Spoon into six Y-cup molds, or into a three-cup salad 
old. Chill until firm. Unmold and serve with crisp salad greens 
Makes six generous servings. 































Cherry Leaf Pie 
‘repare pastry, roll out and cut enough 1\4-inch leaves with tip of paring 
fe to circle pie pan top. Bake in hot oven. Cool. Combine one cup 
ar, 4 cup flour and \% tsp. salt. Drain two cans cherries, add 2 cup 
he liquid to the sugar-flour mixture, Cook over low heat until mixture 
kens; boil one minute. Remove from heat, add cherries, one tbsp. 
er, % tsp. almond flavoring and red food coloring. Cool, turn into 
pastry shell, top with extra baked leaves for a centerpiece. 





Cherry Sauce Piquant 
| Vix four tsp. cornstarch, %4 cup sugar, Y% tsp. cloves and 2 tsp. dry 
urd in saucepan. Drain one can red sour pitted cherries; stir the 
| ! in cornstarch mixture with Y cup water. Place over moderate 
nd cook. Remove from heat and stir in %4 tsp. red food coloring 
herries. Serve hot or cold over pancakes, Reserve part of sauce 
upplied liberally over pancakes at table. Pancakes can be made 
m any standard recipe and rolled immediately after cooking. 


















VALENTINE 
CHERAY 
IRIATD 


HE SERVING of delectable cherry 

desserts during the month of February 
has become a yearly table treat since 
George Washington chopped down his 
mother’s best cherry tree. But cherries are 
too good to be saved for once-a-year occa- 
sions and should be put before the family 
as often as possible to add new color and 
spark to ordinary meals. Don’t overlook 
their appeal in salads, cobblers, muffins and — 
in children’s cereals. For a special brunch 
treat or mid-afternoon snack, nothing beats ~ 
a soft, buttery coffee cake topped with a | 
cherry filling. 

During the summer months when 
markets are bulging with fresh-picked fruit, 
homemakers tend to make use of cherries. 
However, most dishes made with fresh 
cherries are equally as tasty when either the 
canned or frozen variety is used. One little 
secret shared by most good cooks is the 
addition of a drop or two of red food 
coloring to insure a colorful-looking prod- 
uct. 

This year’s crop is a big one, with the 
state of Michigan contributing at least half 
of the cherries on market counters. Now 
sealed in convenient cans, the current crop 
is readily available to add cherry color and 
tart goodness to countless recipes. Dessert 
lovers will really appreciate a cherry des- 
sert whether its served on Washington’s 
birthday or as a special Valentine’s day 
treat. 
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Party Cherry Cheese Pie 
Prepare pastry shell. Sprinkle one envelope unflavored gelatin on ‘2 
cup cold water; dissolve over boiling water. Stir in 3 cup sugar, 4 tsp. 
salt, one tsp. grated lemon rind, and two tsp. lemon juice. Put two cups 
creamed cottage cheese through sieve. Stir in gelatin. Fold in one cup 
heavy cream, whipped. Turn into baked pastry shell. Chill. To make 
cherry glaze, drain two cans cherries and reserve one cup liquid. Sprinkle 
one envelope unflavored gelatin on Y% cup of the cherry liquid; dissolve 
over boiling water. Stir in remaining % cup of the cherry liquid, % 
cup sugar, Ym tsp. salt, one tbsp. lemon juice and Ye tsp. red food color- 
ing. Chill gelatin until mixture mounds. Arrange cherries on top of 
pie top with gelatin. Chill. 
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Chic walking suit with 

huge collar is ideal 

spring outfit. Pattern 

Vo. 8926; sizes 10-16; 
75¢. 





Coming down with win. 


ter doldrums? Well. 


take heart in the fact that 


spring is just around thai 


snowbank—and put 


Sumitted 


your best suit forward 
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OTHING MORE DESERVES a 


bright new touch after the rigorous 





activities of winter than your wardrobe. 
What better time could be chosen to add 
color and spice to dowdy outfits than in 
January when resort shops abound with 
gay, flippant cottons and new spring pat- 








EPRI SMB: ee "SPOT 
Sas i c: 


Two-piece suit dress has 





casual, boxy lines with 
big buttons. Pattern No. 
8918; sizes 10-18; 656. 


Ye OH SPUN ». 


tern books are on the counter? Home 
sewing clubs will gather to exchange pat- 
tern ideas, sewing tricks and style news. 
With the breezes of warm weather just a 
few thoughts away, it’s easy to plan 
ahead for the lively new look of spring 
59. 


Slim sheath costume 
dress has hip pockets 
and removable bolero. 
Pattern No. 8954; sizes 
10-20: 65¢. 


For the woman who knows her own 
style and likes to make her clothes, the 
selection of fabric and texture-rich ma- 
terials will literally make your head 
whirl. TAN’s clothes for spring are 
made from Advance Patterns, which can 
be ordered by coupon on Page 52. 


Three-piece outfit or 

“magic suit” has its own 

sleeveless blouse. Pat- 

tern No. 8920; sizes 10- 
20; 65¢. 































J tome ( Al Tee 
MADE EASY yD 


A “Do-It-Yourself” home manicure is th 
easiest and less expensive way to 
fingertips attractive. Unsightly nails wip) 5 s 
never occur if these rules are followed. gone 

1. To file nails and keep them from spi bee 
ting and peeling; roll emery board lightly y t for 
a right angle away from nail surface. Don} of hi 
go deeply down side as this weakens suppor 

2. Once a week, soak fingertips in wamph # P 
cuticle oil. 

3. Be generous with nail lacquer remove, “Doct 
Apply the remover to cotton, hold over nail 
then pull down over tip. ingleto 

4. Use cuticle remover weekly, pushing skin 
hack gently. 

5. When doing housework wear rubbe 
gloves if possible to protect nails and hands, 
use cuticle oil on nails, lotion on hands. 

6. In polishing nails, use a clear base coat 
first, top with two coats of polish and finish closely 
with a clear coat of sealer. 


¥ ell ee med and expressive hands are the trademark of a well-dressed woman. wei ? 
wig P f Manicuring aids shown are by La Cros, 


Without them she is not only less beautiful but careless in her appearance. 





Pros Bid as > ee 
' Ret = & ae ’ 
Vails deed be filed ae with an emery board or metal When nails have been soaked in warm water for a few min- 


file so as not to injure them or the cuticle. A gentle brushing utes the cuticle is soft enough to be pushed back. The last part | 
cleans and removes excess anderncath soil. step is the application of a colorful polish. growi 
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Care: 


LE, Teen-Age Crush 


Y by Dr. Edward W. Beasley | 


Instructor In Pediatrics 


re is th Northwestern University 


to keep 












ails yil § SOON AS my last patient had 
ed. gone, I called in Mrs. Peters who 
om split been waiting without an appoint- 
ightly y tfor over an hour. I had cared for 
e. Dogifll of her children, and I knew when 
suppor, fate cme without having called that she 
in wamfiad a problem. It didn’t take long for 
to tell me. 
remove, “Doctor, what can I do about this hor- 





ver najj ible crush that Susie has on this Miss | 


ingleton, the young dancer that rooms 
ith Mr. and Mrs. Jones up over us?” 
“First of all let me ask you this, is 
anything that you know of that is 
orally wrong with Miss Singleton’s 
character, or the relationship that she 
has with Susie?” I watched Mrs. Peters 



















“Well, no, not really,” she finally said. 
“It’s just that I don’t think it’s healthy 
for a child Susie’s age to hang around 
an older woman so much. What can they 
possibly have in common?” 

“Probably a great deal,” I answered. 
“Miss Singleton is a stranger in a new 
community and possibly the only person 
who has been friendly or ‘interested in 
her has been Susie, so she has responded 
with friendship. On the other hand, quite 
probably she is the first adult to treat 
Susie like she is also an adult and not 
a pesky child.” 

I continued, “These crushes are not 
are always becoming attracted to other 
girls or older women and it’s really a 
part of the maturing process. She is 
growing away from her family, but she 
is not quite ready for a serious boy-girl 
relationship. Be tolerant and patient and 


not to give the appearance of persecut- 


with Miss Singleton.” 

“She seems like a nice enough girl, 
but she’s in her twenties and I was wor- 
tied about the influence she might have 
on Susie. Susie is so shy, but I see your 
point, Doctor. 
neighborly to Miss Singleton. 
we forgot our manners by worrying 


about our daughter’s morals. 
you.” 





ing or trying to break up her friendship | 


dosely as she groped for her answer. | 


at all uncommon, and girls Susie’s age | 


for goodness sake go out of your way | 


We haven’t been very | 
I guess | 


Thank | 









$8.50 Lucky Heart 
Cosmetic Display Kit 
Sent for $1 


BRINGS 
YOU 


re 


WORTH OF 


Lucky ffeart 


COSMETICS 






Lucky Heart Cosmetics will gladly send you this 
nationally advertised $8.50 Cosmetic Display Kit 
for only $1 postage — just to prove a point. 

The point is simply this: Over 11,000 average 
women and men have used this full-size $8.50 
Cosmetic Assortment to show and demonstrate 
Lucky Heart to their friends. By letting them see 
and try Lucky Heart Cosmetics they found they 
could easily get enough orders to earn an extra 
income of $50 to $250 regularly — even if they 
used only a few spare hours a week, at home, at 
work, after school or church. 


Anyone, you included, can easily make $50 to 
$250 regularly with this $8.50 Cosmetic Display 
Kit. We'll send it right to you for only $1. It 
comes complete with 6 full-size products, cata- 
log, samples — everything you need to start 
making money the day it arrives. To get your 
$8.50 Cosmetic Display Kit complete and pre- 
paid, mail the coupon and $1 for postage and 
handling now. Like 11,000 other people, you can 
become a welcomed and res: aperes Lucky Heart 
Cosmetic Representative and earn $50 to $250 
starting with the day your $8.50 Cosmetic Kit 
arrives. Offer limited. Send your $1 and the 
coupon now. 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 
Dept. 28, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


©1959 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 
MEMPHIS, TENN. 




















() PLEASE SEND ME MORE INFORMATION. 


10m PRAYER CROSS! 


Praying for God's Help & Pro- 
tection? The Perpetual a 
Cross is a mighty sy 
bol of Faith, Spiritual RY 
Strength & your Prayers! 


jooen---------- MYT ne ———_ 
i I 
i Luck i 
y Heart Cosmetics i 
1 Dept. 28, Memphis 2, Tenn. NAME ' 
| Please send my $8.50 Cosmetic Display y 
| Kit. | enclose $1 to help cover postage I 
and handling. | understand there is no ADDRESS. 1 
further cost and my $1 can be refunded. i 
I 
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DIPLOMAS OFFERED 


Study at home for your degree. Doctor of Psy- 
chology, Divinity, or Philosophy in Metaphysics. 
Learn the secret of contentment. Solve mental 
worries. Correspondence only. 


COLLEGE OF UNIVERSAL TRUTH 
23-Y East Jackson Bivd. Chicago 4, Illinois 
























SONG POEMS 


WANTED for musical setting and recording. 
Send yours ~ag immediate consideration. 
. S. MUSIC STUDIOS 

Belmont, Mass. 






<@ piece of the True Cross of Jesus. 
fhe back has the Dove & Tri- 
i se ayenewe of the Lord, also 
- ymbol of your Praying Hands, 
with this $ Powertat ‘Perpetual Blessing Prayer in Latin, 
pleading for God's Help—‘‘O Lord Protect Me from Mis- 
fortune, Sickness, Harm & Evil, & Bless Me to Gain My 
Worthy Desires!’ Wear it, or Give it! Be Encouraged. 
Spiritually Helped, Comforted, for Peace, Happiness: A 
Holy reminder of the ancient Prayer Crosses egg by 
Christian martyrs! May it Inspire you to a Better, o°B. 
pier Life! On 18 inch Chain, $3.98 Postpaid. or C.O 
$3.98 & Postage. Money Back Guaranteed. Copyright '57— 
Dept. 7, P. S. BUREAU CO., e 72, 
Gen, P. O., BROOKLYN, 
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GIANT RABBIT’S OUT 


WITH YOUR INITIAL 





Thousands carry this CHARM to win \ % 
luck and fortune, be victorious at \ é 
love, secure protection, and solve ; 
trouble. Now YOU can have this an- ~> 4m 
cient s of luck PERSONALIZED . 7s 
with YOUR OWN INITIAL in beauti- _ 
ful gold color. Average — ae 
4 inches. Comes attached to chai 
so you can ny Be with you 
ways. YOUR COLOR CHOICE of Bis” 
marck Red, Tunisian White or Ce-~ 
rulean Blue fur. We make no 
claims and sell only as curios. A 
Rush your choice of color and ini- 4 
tial, name and a a 
<I -y IF YOU ARE NOT 

MONEY IMMEDIATELY RE- 
FUNDED. 
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for promptness: Handsome ball point 
pen with retractable tip. Send today 







































CENTURY HOUSE, 
5908 Ardmore ®@ 


Dept. 


Houston 2] 











the Man 


, TR: 


You Bant « 


You radiate the air of Love when you use 
this new, improved LURE PERFUME. = J 
intriguing, mysterious — LURE PERFU 
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plete with full directions, only $2 postpaid 
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Home Before Dark 


In the filming of Home Before Dark, Warner Brothers delves into the psycholog; 
problems a young woman faces in trying to regain her place in the world of no 
people after being released from a mental hospital. 

Charlotte Bronn (Jean Simmons), after a year in a mental hospital, eagerly retuny 


to her husband, Arnold Bronn (Dan O’Herlihy), a philosophy professor at a smjf_ In D 


New England college, and her own family, which, to all appearances, is a devoigjfthe nan 
one. She is shocked to find her newly-gained freedom is a fraud. Even in her owpwas ca! 
home she remains as much a captive as she was locked behind the closed doors ff remem! 
the mental institution. 


Arnold, her husband, is an ambitioy 
professor and becomes reluctant to resun in T 
marital relations with his wife. He fink aay, 
her physically unattractive and seeks th the US 
love of Charlotte’s beautiful stepsister, Joa 
Carlisle (Rhonda Fleming). Charlott’ 
own relatives reject her as ill and mista 
every turn of temperament as a Sympton 
of psychosis. 

After a series of tortuous and disy 
pointing personal experiences, Charlott 
finally uncovers the cause of her illnes 
She suddenly realizes that she has ha 
enough of her husband and the others that bind her. She becomes angry, makes; 
forthright declaration of independence, and, at the end, seeks a new and happier life 
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O’Herlihy and Simmons at home. 
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‘Inn Of The Sixth Happiness’ 


Despite its excessive length, /nn Of The Sixth Happiness will touch many heart 
and moisten a lot of eyes. Ingrid Bergman’s warm and winning performance « 
Gladys Aylward, the “small woman” of Alan Burgess’ novel, who is driven by a 
unquenchable desire to do missionary work in China, makes the film an absorbing 
It is destined for certain box 
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Americ 


experience. 
office success. 

Cast in a difficult and demanding role, 
the stately and radiant Miss Bergman gives 
one of her finest performances under 
Mark Robson’s sure and skilful direction. 
With simple dignity and unaffected charm 
she brings to life an unusual character, a 
plain English girl who applies for a mis- 
sionary assignment to China and is turned 
down because she is academically unquali- 
fied. 

Doggedly, courageously she makes her 
way to China unofficially, determined somehow to make her own contribution as! 
Christian missionary. She finds real happiness and self-fulfillment by assisting # 
elderly English woman missionary to operate an inn for transient Chinese trader 
and mule drivers. The film shows how Miss Bergman succeeds in winning ihe-de 
voted acceptance of the entire Chinese community. Inn Of The Sixth Happiness 
another Bergman triumph, but it is also the last appearance of the late Robert Donal, 
playing a shrewd and marvelously mellow mandarin. 
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Jurgens and Bergman in China. 
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NSYRACUSE, N. Y., a strange woman identifying herself as a church represen- 
I tative approached Mrs. Ennie Pearl Amos and: 1) asked permission to read the 


a Bible to her: 2) put her in a trance: 3) disappeared with $42, two pairs of nylons 
* Nomi the family Bible. 

% % * 
y Tretuny 


ta smdf In Detroit. Mich.. tipsy Ira Chatman raised a ruckus while trying to remember 
| devotgf the name of a religious record he wanted to buy, told off investigating policeman, 
her owfwas carried to jail and given a suspended sentence for drunkenness before he finally 
doors off remembered the song: Pray For Me. 


+ % *% 


mbitioy 

) Fesumf In Toledo, Ohio, the unobservant thief who stole a coat bearing the insignia USP 
: from Charles Harding had good reason to hope he never sees Harding in person: 

ay the USP designation means Harding is a U. S. penitentiary guard. 

\arlotte’ * * # 

mistake 


ymptonp In Louisville, Ky., red-faced officials of Young’s Chapel AME Church pondered 
the possible consequences of a typographical error in a weekly bulletin announcing 
1 disap approaching religious services and noting that: “The choirs are asked to sin.” 


harlott 

. *% * * 

illnes. 

as half In Baltimore, James Bour willingly served as a key witness in Mrs. Virginia 
makes: 


Drumgole’s divorce suit against her husband, told the court: “He left her. I know 
hecause my wife left with him.” 


*% * * 


In Milwaukee, Wis., Ronald Huff drove up to a service station, told the attendant 
“Never mind the gas,” as he brandished a gun and took $33, was caught by police 


fesse eight blocks away when his car ran out of fuel. 
ance & 

l by an + + 
sorbing 


In Buffalo, N. Y., Chief Angus Horn, a Mohawk Indian, expressed his feelings 
about the white man’s dam and power projects in the area with the prayer: “Dear 
Lord, I want to go to Heaven, too. But please, dear Lord, don’t put me with the 
Americans. They will flood me out.” 


* * * 


In Detroit. Mich., unemployed, 52-year-old William Johnson asked a judge for 
40 days in jail, explained: “There’s no work. I might as well be locked up in jail 
where my room and board will be free.” 


a * % 
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In Baltimore, Ernest Fountain, president of the Democratic Pleasure Club, told 
n asi @ judge that club members were caught shooting dice because “some of the mem- 
ing a p bers don’t understand cards.” 
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ness Ip Baltimore, Md., Walter Watts crashed his truck into a garage, explained to 
Donal investigating police who found him sitting there sound asleep: “After I hit this 
building I figured I wasn’t going anywhere.” 








ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores 
—or send in the following coupon: 


TAN MAGAZINE 


HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 

1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 
Ter CENTS 
PLEASE SEND PATTERNS AS INDICATED: 





8926 3918 8954 
SIZE rn SIZE ‘nm SIZE | QUAN. 

















8920 
SIZE — SIZE eo 























NAME (Please Print) 





STREET 





From One 
Woman To 
Another... 





You can't beat TAN’s Home Service Sece 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 


signed just for you. 


And it’s here every month in TAN. 


51 




















Her World—Or Mine 


(Continued from Page 33) 


me. “Well. so does everybody else. So 
she’s gonna’ be with us for a long time. 
We just made a good deal.” He smiled at 
June’s agent as he said it. 

“Fine.” I told him, then looking at June 
I added: “Maybe this calls for a celebra- 
tion?” 

“Tt sure does.” June said, clapping her 
hands together. “I'll have ginger ale.” 

Everybody laughed. 

“Don’t you ever drink anything but that 
stuff?” T said with a grin. 

“Not with strange men like you who 
come in bars and try to pick up girls.” 
she said, giving me a devilish-eyed stare 
and taking my arm and heading for the 
door. 

“Come on,” 
others, 

I stayed at the club, talking to June 
between shows, until closing time. It was 
exciting talk, all about jazz and enter- 
tainers, and stuff like that. I was sur- 
prised at all the celebrities she had met 
in person. And we found out we hated 
and liked the same things on television, 
and dug Chinese food. 

I got into my sports car and headed for 
home. Then, as usual, she got into a cab 
and went off into the night. I imagined the 
taxi whisking her off to some West Side 
apartment where a giant-size dark guy 
with gleaming eyes and a grinning face 
would be waiting for her with an ice 
bucket and scotch and a warm fire. And, 
ifter he had plied her with liquor, he 
would take her into his arms, his caresses 
hypnotizing her, enslaving, like Crown did 
Bess in Porgy And Bess, until at last he 
vould possess her body. 

[ slammed my right fist hard into the 
palm of my left hand, hating the vision. 
Phen I relaxed. What the heck are you 
working yourself up for, boy? I thought. 
What's it to you? Besides, why worry, 

doesn’t even drink. 


she called back to the 


[HE BIG HOUSE was dark when I got 

there, and I was glad. I didn’t want to 
have another one of those heart to heart 
talks with my folks; Mother worrying me 
ibout marrying Kathy Allistar and set- 
tling down, and Dad trying to get me to 
come to work down at the bank. I was 
[ couldn’t seem to do what they 
wanted, but I couldn’t get them to under- 
stand I needed time to work things out for 
myself. Besides, I hadn’t exactly wasted 
my life already since I was only twenty- 
five 

Still, that was old enough to start figur- 
ing out where you’re headed in life. And 
where was I headed? Well, I wasn’t doing 
bad with that sporting goods shop I had 
opened, but my old man didn’t think it 
was very substantial, not like banking. 
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And as for marrying Kathy, well, she was 
my steady girl and came from a fine 
family and all. But did she really set my 
head spinning? Not exactly. So where 
did all that leave me? It left me spending 
half the night talking to a dusky singer in 
a gin mill. And it had been swinging. 

Get a grip on yourself, Howie Boy, 1 
cautioned silently. You can play with any 
chick in town practically. Why not stay 
on your own side of the fence. But who 
said there had to be a fence? 


WEEK PASSED—and I saw June 
“*% every night. By Wednesday night of 
the second week, she had decided the taxi 
at closing time was unnecessary. I took 
her in my Mark III. Sure enough, she 
lived on the west side, but it wasn’t an 
apartment I took her to. it was a house. 

“Aren’t you going to invite me in for a 
nightcap?” I asked as she started to get 
out of the car. 

“Un-uh,” she said. “Inside that castle 
my mother and little brother lay sleeping. 
They wouldn’t understand my coming in 
knocking around the house with a strange 
man at this hour of the morning.” 

Well, at least there wasn’t that guy I had 
worried about. 

The second night I drove her home it 
was the same thing—right home and right 
out of the car. The third night, I had her 
in my arms before she could reach for the 
door handle. I pulled her to me and she 
braced herself against my arms, her hands 
on my chest. 

“What are you doing, June, playing 
hard to get?” I said a little tightly. 

She traced a little line around my mouth 
with one finger as she said: “I am hard 
to get, Howie.” 

Then she kissed me, like it’s been done 
in all the movies and written about in all 
the books. It was a kiss that was fire and 
ice and a promise of more to come, only 
it was total in itself and you knew there 
wasn’t any more. And then, just as quick- 
ly as she had done it, she was gone. 

I drove home in a daze—a daze that 
must have lasted for weeks, because about 
all I could think about after that was 
June and the only person I wanted to see 
was June and the only time I was really 
living was when I was with her. 

But it was tough. I mean, I couldn’t 
talk to anybody about it, not even Jack 
Glutman or Billy Korowski. And there 
wasn’t much we could do together. I just 
sat and talked with her between shows, 
sometimes in her dressing room and some- 
times at the bar, and a couple of times 
she took me to an after hours joint over 
on the West Side and I found out that 
sometimes she did drink more than ginger 
ale, but not much more. 


Then I started meeting her for lung 
Casual places; hotel restaurants, 
stores. I guess I was really getting oq, 
ried away, and although I did notice, 
raised eyebrow or two sometimes, | ya 
beginning to think that most people didy} 
give us a second thought. 

June and I never discussed it. alth 
sometimes I would catch her looking at m 
with a soft expression in her eyes, almoy 
like pity, as if to ask: “Do you realh 
know what you're letting yourself in for? 


DIDN’T KNOW, but I should hay 

guessed. I was saying less and legs tj 
my folks because I was afraid they woul 
be able to tell I was a man in love, an/ 
the way I had neglected Kathy was almoy 
a sin. I could hardly bear the tearful not 
in her voice one afternoon when she tele. 
phoned. 

“Hello, Howie,” she started casually 
“long time no see.” 

“I—I guess it has been a while. Kathy” 
I apologized. “I’ve just been a little busy” 

“Obviously,” she said, a coolness creep 
ing into her tone. 

The silence was very awkward. 

“Howie—is anything wrong.” she asked, 

“Wrong? Oh, no, Kathy, everything 
just fine.” 

“T mean wrong between us. Howie,” she 
persisted. 

I had known what she meant all the 
time. “Of course not,” I lied. “What 
makes you think that?” 

“What is a girl supposed to think,” she 
replied, “when the man she hopes she is 
about to marry suddenly doesn’t telephone 
or come by or even drop a note? I haven't 
heard from you in a week, Howie. and] 
haven’t seen you in two weeks. The las 
time we just sort of happened to bum 
into each other.” 

Again there was a long silence while | 
tried to think of something to say. 

“Ts it—that girl, Howie—that girl at the 
club—that—” 

“What makes you think it’s her?” | 
demanded quickly. 

“Then it is another girl?” Kathy shot 
back. 

“Look,” I said angrily, “what is this, a 
quiz show? Shall I step into the isolation 
booth and give you the answer to the 
$64,000 question?” 

“Goodbye, Howie,” she said simply, and 
her telephone clicked off in the receiver. 

Well, I thought, I guess I’ve torn it now. 
What kind of mess am I getting mysell 
into? 

My mood got pretty black, and it hada 
changed any when I met June at the club 
that night. 

“What’s the matter?” she asked when 
she was putting on her coat to leave, “The 
cat got your tongue?” 

“Huh?” 

“You haven’t said more than half 4 
dozen words all night long.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Got a couple of 
things on my mind.” 
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“Am I one of them?” she asked. 

“Sure.” I said, grinning and giving her 
a quick kiss. “You’re always on my mind, 
co when I think about one other thing, I’ve 
got a couple of things on my mind.” 

She laughed. “A very smooth answer,” 
she said. “Just for that, I may do some- 
thing nice for you.” 

I raised my eyebrow and gave a grin that 
I knew I shouldn’t have. 

“You can just wipe that silly grin off 
your face because I’m talking about a pic- 
nic basket for us to take out to the lake 
tomorrow. Spring is here.” 

Her voice was all laughter and silver 
bells. and she looked beautiful as she 
talked. 

“I’m with you.” I said. 
noon?” 

“Fine.” she said. 

We walked outside and were getting into 
my car when I spotted Jack and Billy 
with the girls, Betsy and Kathy’s sister, 
Marion. They were coming from some 
joint up the street that must have been just 
closing. I wasn’t sure if they saw me, but 
[ hopped into my car as fast as I could 


and took off. 


“How about 


HE PICNIC at the lake was more fun 

than I could remember having in ages. 
We spread one blanket for food and 
sprawled out on another one. June brought 
a little portable record player that you 
wound by hand, and we played jazz and 
stuff from My Fair Lady and Music Man. 

After a while, we went off exploring 
through the woods, and soon discovered 
that neither of us knew much about na- 
Later, we ate and then lay back, 
watching cloud formations drift across the 
blue sky, and trying to imagine each shape 
as something rea] and earthy. 

Pretty soon, we were both asleep, and I 
awoke after a while, noticing that the 
early afternoon air was growing chilly. I 
took the other blanket and threw it over 
us while June still slept. 

I lay beside her, feeling her warmth 
next to me under the blanket for about 
half an hour. She slept like a giant cat, 
her tawny skin smooth and perfect and 
glistening in the sun. 

Then she began to stir awake, and with 
her first small movements I was over- 
whelmed with the liquid motion of her 
nearness. Quickly I kissed her throat and 
then her ears and then her cheek. With- 
out opening her eyes, she turned her face 
to me and her lips found mine. Her body, 
warmed by the sun and blanket, was like 
fire, and her mouth a honeyed well. 

\aybe she had been having some erotic 
dream, or maybe she was not quite awake, 
or maybe it was the strange quiet that 
made us seem to be the only two humans 
on earth—whatever it was, the moment of 
love was ours and at hand. And without 
any words being said, we found the tender 
splendor, the soft, deep unfolding of love 
is no man and woman must have found it 
since Adam and Eve. ... 
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ture. 


ATER. WE DID NOT talk about it. It 

was part of the strange paradise we 

had left at the lake. It was as if we had 
left a lifetime there. 

I let June off at her house and drove on 
to the sports shop to see how things were 
going. Billy Korowski was waiting for me 
when I walked in. 

“Where the devil have you been, man?” 
he asked. “I’ve been looking all over for 
you.” 

“What’s the scoop?” I asked, already 
having a pretty good idea what the scoop 
was. 

“Come on in the stock room,” he said 
in a low voice, throwing a glance around 
the store. 

“Okay.” I said when we were alone, 
“what’s up?” 

“That’s what I want to ask you,” Billy 
said. “Listen, we saw you and that broad 
getting in your car last night. Man, have 
you lost your mind? Marion blew her top 
and is a cinch to tell Kathy.” 

“Tell her what? That I gave somebody 
a lift?” I asked. 

“Oh, come off it. Howie,” Billy said im- 
patiently. “You’ve been out of circulation 
for six weeks now. Nobody sees you 
around anymore. You’ve missed two of 
the biggest parties of the year and you 
practically left Kathy stranded at the altar. 
For what? For some little black—” 

“Can it. Billy!” I said sharply, yet re- 
alizing that the angrier I got. the more 
certain Billy would be that he was right. 

“Oh, look. Howie.” Billy went on, his 
voice softening, “We know how it is. I 
mean, you hear these tales about how 
great these colored broads are in the love- 
making department so you get an itch to 
try one out. Nothing is wrong with that. 
It’s just that you’ve been so busy making 
out, you’ve drifted away from the gang, 
and a few people begin to wonder. Have 
your fun, dad, you know, like late Saturday 
nights, but stick with the crowd.” 

“Yeah, Billy, sure,” I said slowly. 

He slapped me on the shoulder and we 
walked back out into the store. A few 
minutes later he left. 

Immediately I got on the phone and 
called Jack Glutman. 

“Well,” said Jack when he heard my 
voice on the line, “what’s the word from 
outer space?” 

“Look, don’t you start, too.” I said. 
“I'm calling for information. What hap- 
pened when you guys got a load of me and 
June last night?” 

Jack was silent for a moment. “Rough.” 
he said finally. 

“Oh?” I said. 

“You know Billy,” Jack said. “He’s got 
a lot of prejudice in him, even though he 
tries not to show it if it’s in a crowd where 
it’s unpopular. And Marion wasn’t much 
better, but you can understand why. After 
all, Kathy’s her sister.” 

“How about you and Betsy?” I asked. 
“Where do you stand?” 

“T think you’re letting yourself in for a 








lot of unnecessary trouble, unless yoy, 
really serious.” 

“T’m serious.” I admitted. 

“Okay. then Betsy and I are with yoy’ 
Jack said. 

“Thanks.” I told him. 

“But I’m afraid there’s not much » 
can do.” he went on. “People like Bij, 
are the ones who make the biggest noiy 
Besides, you’ve got a lot to consider, Yq 
know how your folks are, they’ve got a |y 
of hopes for you, and. well—just think ho, 
it would be if any of this got into the goss 
columns of the newspapers. Your peop 
are pretty important around town. Thi 
could be a real lid blower.” 

“Okay, Jack,” I said. “I get the ma 
sage.” 

I hung up and left the store. I had y 
go home and think. 


















































































BU HOME was the wrong place t 

light. When I walked into the hou 
I got the feeling something was wrong 
Then when I saw Dad home early, talking 
to Mom in the living room, I knew I wa 
right. 

“Well,” Dad said. “I think for once jy 
your life you’ve made a very timely x. 
rival.” 

“Howie, we’ve got to talk to you.” Mon 
said quickly. “We know all about this gi! 
you’re running around with, and it’s go 
to stop.” 

Mom’s direct, nervous approach caught 
me by surprise. How did they know? 
After all, they didn’t go to the Canast 
Club. 

“Just what do you mean?” I said hes: 
tantly. 

“Mrs. Allistar overheard Marion tellin; 
Kathy all about it, and the poor girl is 
heartbroken. How could you do a thing 
like this, Howie? A colored girl! Think 
of the shame!” 

“What shame?” I asked, trying to bluf. 

“Without going into the details, son” 
Dad interrupted, “let’s put it as simply 
as possible. I don’t know this girl, and! 
am not prejudiced against her because 0! 
her race. But many of our friends are. an/ 
at best it can only lead to a bad situation 
You owe it to your mother and the pa 
ticular society in which you live to qui 
fooling around with her.” 

“What if I’m not fooling around?” ! 
asked. 

“Howie!” Mother shrieked. 

“Never mind, Mother,” he said to her. 
Then, turning to me: “If you persist in 
seeing her, I must assume that you alt 
renouncing your family and your friends 
You will then be totally on your own, 
nancially and otherwise. Do I make my 
self clear?” 

“Perfectly,” I answered and left th 
room, 


DIDN’T talk to June that evening or tle 
next or the one after that. When I gt 
a message at the store that she had tele 
phoned, I didn’t call her back. Just 
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her voice again would have taken me 
the brink, and I had to make up my 
F “ when two weeks passed and [ still 
hadn't made a decision, I went back to the 
dub anyway. June was backstage, and 
yhen I first saw her, I noticed that she 
Jooked a little tired about the mouth and 


nei 


eyes. 

“Hi,” I said rather shyly. 

“Hello, Howie,” she answered with a 
agile, but not the same old smile. “I’ve 
missed you.” 

[tried to make some feeble excuse. 

“’s no use, is it, Howie?” she said, 
ailing softly again. “It just won’t work, 
yill t—us, I mean? You know, we never 
discussed us at all, not the most important 
thing.” 

“Please, June—” I tried to cut in. 

“No, let me finish,” she said. “I’ve 
sometimes wondered, of all the guys who 
try, why you had to succeed. Why were 
you the one I fell for? Well, maybe it 
was because you’re just what you appear 
to be, really a nice guy. You’d have to be 
to stick your neck out the way you have. 
But being a very nice guy is also your 
problem. You’re too nice not to feel that 


you just can’t hurt others who love you— 
your family, your friends. Correct me if 
I’m wrong, but I'll bet you have caught 
holy ‘H’ from a lot of people since I saw 
you last.” 

I dropped my head and nodded. 

“Then don’t let them down, Howie,” 
June said. “Go back to your house on the 
hill and your parties by the swimming 
pool. It wouldn’t work with us anyway. 
What would we have? A West Side apart- 
ment, after-hours joints, lakeside picnics. 
We couldn’t live all our lives in those 
places.” 

“June, give me time—” I pleaded. 

“That’s just it, Howie,” June said. “If 
you need time now, after all we’ve been 
to each other, then your answer has got 
to be no.” 

“June, couldn’t we talk about all this 
later when—” 

“Goodbye, Howie,” she said, kissing me 
lightly on the cheek. Then she walked 
past me out into the club to do her next 
show. 

I got up and went through the club and 
out the door. As the night air hit me, I 
wondered why, if it were really spring, I 


should suddenly feel so cold. THE END 





who are practically insured against getting 
“caught in a trick” and may feel free to 
put greater pressure on girls—in order for 
her to “keep him.”) 

With the decidedly considerable factor 
of fear of pregnancy removed, will there 
be a greater tendency on the part of both 
single and married women to be promiscu- 
ous? 

This is indeed a vital question. Will to- 
day’s already shocking number of illicit 
sexual relationships be skyrocketed by the 
knowledge that “nothing can happen” and 
“we are safe”? 

However, the question is really whether 
the use of pills will lead to greater prom- 
iscuity or merely fewer illegitimate births? 
For young women who stick to their 
moral upbringing, home-training and reli- 
gious beliefs are not liable to be lured into 
wrongdoing no matter how easy it may 
seem. And there is an even greater, more 
miserably damaging and long lasting dan- 
ger than pregnancy to the young woman 
who engages in illicit love-making. This is 
the psychological ruin that the strain of the 
certain insecurity of the relationship, the 
moral turmoil, and the dread of “people 
finding out” that any decent woman must 
suffer after illicit sex. For a trip to the 
bed is no promise of a trip to the altar and 
the agony of the uncertain wonder if “that 
is all he wants with me” is little compared 
to the remorse and grief when it is dis- 
covered that it was ... and the wondering 
of who knows of your indiscretions be- 
comes more acute. 








You Don’t Have To Have Babies 


(Continued from Page 10) 


Many doctors claim that deep guilt feel- 
ings arising from illicit sex is one of wom- 
an’s greatest reasons for maladjustment in 
married life and is to be more feared than 
pregnancy. And even though there may be 
a pill to control conception there is noth- 
ing you can take to wash out the misery 
and the grief of knowing you have done 
wrong. 

Besides, 
that most 


it has been learned by doctors 
girls who are lured into their 
first illicit sexual act are usually at such 
a state of emotional unbalance that such 
rational thoughts as fear of pregnancy do 
not penetrate the emotional charged situa- 
tion. Furthermore among teen-agers sex- 
ual relations are seldom planned. If a girl 
or young woman’s morals and ethics, train- 
ing and background are not deterrents 
enough, it is quite doubtful that a nega- 
tive fear of “getting that way” would be. 
However, there is no denying the fact that 
being relatively certain of getting away 
with something can be an incentive to try 
it. 

If the pills are readily available the 
problems of mothers, school teachers, 
clergymen, concerned with the 
morality of young girls and women will be 
tripled. With the physical deterrents to il- 
licit love removed, only the moral, psy- 
chological deterrent—really the only one 
that counts and will stand up, remains. 
It will be more and more important to 
build strong moral and religious founda- 
tions for the young people, boys and men 
as well as girls and women, to build 


worthwhile lives upon. THE END 


doctors 
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DESIGN SMART-LOOKING CLOTHES 
LEARN AT HOME—IN SPARE TIME ; 
An Excellent Starting Point for a Career 


W HETHER you wish to make a career of dress design- 

ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
original styles for yourself and members of your family, 
the National School of Dress Design now offers you the 
opportunity to acquire practical basic training which re- 
quires only spare time study at home. 

To those with aptitude, our interesting home study 
foundation Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketch- 
ing. Pattern Drafting, Cutting, and Fitting provides a 
sound fundamental background—a background which may 
open the door to an eventual fashion career, or add fasci- 
nation, thrills, and zest, as well as increased skill, to 
the work of the homesewer or the dressmaker. 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 


Backed by years of experience, our training covers all es- 
sential phases of styling and costume designing. Basic 
Principles are taught by the inspiring ‘‘learn-by-doin«’’ 
method, step-by-step under the supervision of a qualitied 
instructor who takes a real interest in your progress. 


FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! 
Clip and mail coupon below at once for valuable free 
booklet, ‘‘Adventures in Dress Design’’ and full particu- 
lars. Sent postage prepaid without obligation. (No sales- 
man will call.) 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 

835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3232, Chicago (4, Ill. 
eee ee eae 
National School Of Dress Design, Dept. 3232 
835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, tli. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, ‘‘Ad- 
ventures in Dress Design,’’ and full particulars. This 
obligates me in no way. 


— 





SHED YOUR 
DARK, COARSE 


SKIN | 


Amazing new Bleach & Glow Cream 
lightens, brightens skin for the most 
glamourous complexion you've ever 
seen! Amazing new Bleach & Glow 
Cream goes to work at once to bring 
you a soft, smooth, glowing skin. In just 
10 days see a lovely new, fascinating 
you! See ugly spots, blemishes, tiny 
lines disappear. Specially medicated to 
dry up blackheads, bumps, pimples, 
blemishes. Use as night cream or as 
ordinary foundation cream. Only $1.00 
on money back guarantee. Make haste! 
Order Bleach & Glow, | rt 
Box 2026, Memphis, >: 

Tennessee. "Wark and, 


BLEACH and GLOW ee! 
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BLEACH & GLOW, Dept. B-2 
P. O. Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn. 
Rush me Bleach & Glow on money back guarantee! 
Oo I enclose $1.00 (includes tax and postage.) 
Ea Send C.0.D. I will pay postman $1.00 on 

delivery, plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 

(No C.0.D.’s outside Continental U. S 
ANT 5 .0.D 


















IMPORT. ! You save C.O.D. and postal 
charges by sending full amount with order.) 
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Ends Perspiration Odor 


Improved “Skin Success” Soap now can do 
more than ever to help clear your skin 
and make it sweeter, fresher, nicer to be 
near! Used daily, it sweeps away odor- 
forming bacteria...actually stops per- 
spiration odors, not just covers them up! 
Something wonderful happens when you 
work up that rich, creamy foam on your 
skin for 3 magic minutes every day. As 
the gentle, deep-acting medication gets 
down to your pores, you get 
the happy feeling youareon 
the road to the lovely “skin 
appeal” of your dreams. 
All-Day, Head-to-Toe Protection 
The special antiseptic in this famous 
skin-treatment soap is 
rc adsorbed by the skin, so 
Complexion 
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that it keeps on holding back the odor- 
forming germs. What’s more, the effect 
gets better with every bath, as your skin 
“builds up” the protection—your insur- 
ance of appealing personal daintiness. 


A Lovelier Complexion Too 
“Skin Success” Soap also helps you ward 
off ugly pimples and blemishes that are 
spread by surface skin germs. You will 
thrill to the look of a clearer, lovelier 
skin, and the stimulated feeling that it 
is more alive and healthy. 





Dragged Down by Upset Skin? 
“SKIN SUCCESS” OINTMENT gives fast, 
blessed relief from the itching misery of 
eczema, tetter, aggravated rashes and 
other nagging skin troubles. 








POEMS 


Wanted to be set to music. 
America’s Largest Song Studio. 
Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
VESTAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLOG., BOSTON, MASS. 


WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 
orous, romantic, Make men love you. 
Get that special charm, be irresisti- 
ble and terrific in your romantic 
desires, tiny drop 
Regular $5 value. Only 
or $2.75 if C.O.D, with directions. 
I PERSONALLY GUARANTEE that 
you are not COMPLETELY SATIS- 
FIED within 10 days, I'll send your 
$2 right back. Write NOW. 


LAMOUR CO., Dept. 2T, 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 
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lasts for days. 
$2 with order 











killed hand of 
German gun- 
responsible 

.22 caliber, 

; repeater 
matic with self-ejecting clip. 


ts easily 


q Just 4” 
into pocket or purse. Ideal 

orting events, stage use. (not available 
Calif, residents). Comes for $6.95 ppd. 
1 Best Values, Dept. G-268, 403 Market, 


} New Jersey. 
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This special deck of playing cards with 
secret code on back of each card tells YOU 
what each card is when lying face down. 
Easy directions explain code and how to 
do many kinds of ‘‘Magic”’ tricks. Use 
same deck for usual card games, such as 
poker, bridge etc. Only $4.98. Get a deck 
today. SEND NO MON Send Name 
and Address. Pay postman on arrival only $4.98 plus post- 
age. Address HOLLISTER-WHITE CO., Dept. 505-M, 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Illinois. 


Lew” sot0 COLORING 
pH Qt Home! 
EASY TO LEARN. Supplement present income by doing 
this profitable creative home work for studios, stores, and 
——. others. Full or part time. Fascinating hobby or 
Vhs vocation. Old established school. Low tuition. Easy 
By ‘ It tells all about getting started. No obligation. 
NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 


payments. Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3232, Chicago 14. 
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A DELIGHTFUL CAREER—SPARE 
OR FULL TIME— WITH FAMOUS 


A permanent big-income dusiness for 
you~—spare or fuil time! Experience 
not necessary. Take orcers for 
famous HOOVER line of smart, 
colorful uniforms for waitresses, 
beauticians, nurses, doctors, ete.— 
including Nylon, Dacron. HOOVER 
UNIFORMS are known everywhere 
for smart, dressmaker styling plus top 
uality and value. Complete Style 
‘tation, sample fabrics, 
full instructions for starting—all sup- 
plied FREE. Write TODAY. 


HOOVER UNIFORMS 
Dept. BK-58 NEW YORK 11, N. Y. 








Hollywood To Harlen 


(Continued from Page 15) 


always a swinging affair. Lionel’s persony 
manager usually comes out of it gifted wig, 
a sports car or something equally fabuloy 
The “personal manager” is Mrs. Liong 
Hampton. 


Singer Della Reese seems a _pragj. 
cal gal. She would like for her recording 
company (Jubilee) to present her with, 
mink coat instead of the traditional golj 
recor’ when her new album. “Amen” 
reaches the million mark. 


Eartha Kitt’s sexy act was the big 
gest hit of the Variety Command Perfor. 
ance for England’s Queen Elizabeth. Sh 
was ‘commanded’ to the palace later t 
dance with His Royal Highness Pring 


Phillip. 


“Slam” Stewart was selected as on 
of the country’s four top jazz bull fiddler 
The four later appeared together for a bull 
session on a network teevee show. Other 
wise. Slam is slapping the bass for “ch 
chi” singer, Rose Murphy. 


Singer Tommy Edwards, who mak 
a hit with his recording of “It’s All In Th 
Game” for the second time, didn’t alway 
have it so good. For a long. long time lk 
was just a struggling song writer playin 
piano in honky tonks. The first song he 
ever sold was “That Chick’s Too Young 1 
Fry” which Louis Jordan made a hit i 
1946. 


Bill Glover, who once studied musi 
for a career on the concert stage is nov 
an accomplished jazz pianist despite : 


rather serious handicap. Parts of all five) 


fingers on his right hand were amputated 
as a result of frost-bite. 


Billy Young, ex-tenor from the 
Steve Gibson Red Caps, had his nov 
bobbed so that he might be considered fw 
movie work. The already handsome youn 
fellow has been making it as a single. 


Word is around that Sylvia Cope 
land wants back in with her ex-managei 
Charlie Banks but he’s playing hard to ge. 
She’s the piano-singing cutie that Bank 
pulled out of the chorus of Jamaica avi 
groomed for the big-time only to k 
dumped by the ambitious lass as soon aslt 
managed her into a big-time contract wit 


MCA. 


In the “whatever-became-of” de 
partment: tenor saxman “Bull Moos 
Jackson, who also has a rare talent { 
singing a song, is now manager of a nigh 
club in Philadelphia. While Andy Kirk 
famed leader of the “Clouds Of Joy” ® 
managing Harlem’s Theresa Hotel. 
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wy for me. But now—” 

He dried his eyes and turned and faced 
me, and he seemed immeasurably older, 
‘Now for the first time in my life I feel 
{ have a little pity coming to me, and only 
my parents feel any for me. And I feel so 
mech sorrier for them, for having a boy 
like me. They deserved better. But the 
rest of the world sees me as a villain, a 
murderer. The only kids who have been 
io see me are a couple of the school gos- 
ips who just wanted a chance to tell me 
what everybody was saying. And the hor- 
rible thing is. Claire, I feel like all the 
things they’re calling me. [ know I'll have 
hlood on my hands all the rest of my life. 
But sometimes I think it might help a little 
if there were somebody else in the world 
who could feel just a little sorry for me, 
somebody who might make some sort of 
senseless excuse for me. Oh, God, I never 
thought I'd live to see the day when I'd 
want pity!” 

“You don’t really want pity, Frank,” I 
said softly, “You want release from blam- 
ing yourself. I understand because I feel 
the same way. You see. I’m as guilty as 
you, maybe more so, because Bud would 
never have been in that car if it hadn’t 
been for me. I feel as though I killed him, 
not you.” 

He listened in amazement as I told him 
how Bud and I had argued that night, how 
I'd practically forced him to go. He said 
at last, “Well, I never dreamed anybody 
else felt guilty. It doesn’t help though, 
Claire. It just makes me feel sorry for 
you and that much more ashamed. Bud 
could have gone along and not been hurt 
if fd just driven that car sensibly, if I 
hadn’t been drinking.” 

I stayed and talked to him for awhile. I 
don’t know how much I helped, but I do 
know that by the time I left I had lost my 
initial dislike of the boy. Something had 
begun that might turn into a friendship. 
And I realized that Frank knew it too. His 
face was very earnest when he begged me 
fo come again, 

Mrs. Edwards was waiting downstairs 
and she said to me, “We want to do some- 
thing for the Hamptons. It’s so hard to 
know—I mean there isn’t anything but 
money, and that seems so meaningless. 
We went to see them and they were kind, 
but they wouldn’t let us stay. Will you 
talk to them, dear. persuade them that it 
would be a favor to us if they'd let us— 
well, at least make what financial restitu- 
tion we can?” 

I shook my head, “It would only offend 
them, Mrs. Edwards. I know how they 
feel. Frank’s the only one who could pos- 
‘bly make restitution, and I don’t know—” 
But the germ of an idea was starting in 





Forgive Our Guilt 


(Continued from Page 21) 


my mind, an idea that might benefit Frank 
and the Hamptons too. 


DIDN’T mention it that day, or in the 
visits I made to the somber home during 
the next week. I waited until Frank was a 


little more reconciled and adjusted, but 
still tortured with self-blame. 
And then I said abruptly one day, 


“Frank, your mother wanted to pay the 
Hamptons money for the accident. but I 
persuaded her it help. But 
there’s another kind of payment only you 
can make. Do you know what Bud meant 
to that family? Oh, he was their only son 
and they adored him and nothing can re- 
place that. But he was also his father’s 
right hand man on the farm. and he did 
an awful lot for those three little sisters. 
He helped them with their lessons and 
he 


wouldn’t 


was teaching the youngest one to ride 
was the heart of the family in a thousand 
ways.” 

Frank interrupted with a trace of the 
old bitterness. “Don’t tell me all that. Do 
you want to rub it in. that an all-American 
farm boy was killed by an all-American 
slob?” 

I said sternly. “You don’t have to be an 
all-American slob. You can’t take Bud’s 
place with his family, but you can try. 
You could go there afternoon 
after school and help with the chores. You 
could watch and see little things you could 
do for the kids and Mrs. Hampton. Oh, 
Frank, maybe you won't be a huge success, 


out every 


but you can try!” 

He didn’t buy the idea right away, but 
gradually he Accepted it 
without much hope of success, but with 
the realization that trying at least would be 
something. 

There remained the task of selling the 
Hamptons on the idea and that was hard 
too. They didn’t want to see Frank, they 
still hated the thought of him. I had to 
arouse their pity for him, to persuade 
them that he was beside himself with re- 
morse, that they’d be doing a Christian, 
forgiving thing by letting him try to help 
them. And because it wasn’t in those kind 
people to refuse to help in the rehabilita- 
tion of a boy—any boy—they agreed at 
last. 

Well, I guess it wasn’t easy on any of 
them at first, Frank limped along beside 
Mr. Hampton, trying to help, doing every- 
thing wrong, for I don’t know how many 
weeks, and feeling useless and self-con- 
scious and guilty. And the Hamptons had 
to look at him and see in their memories 
the fine, strong boy they’d raised and lost 
—because of Frank. 

But they all stuck it out, and were the 
better for it. The little girls were the first 


accepted it. 





Earn 


BIG MONEY 


as a graduate 
PRACTICAL 
 sigle NURSE 

Train At Home in 9 Weeks! 


The desperate shortage of nurses means Oppor- 
tunity for YOU! Earn the Lincoln Certificate 
in 9 weeks’ spare time and make high earnings 
year after year! Age, education not important. 
Earn while learning. Investigate today! 


qn oe nia 
This Certifies Thar 
——_—— Helen Jackson___ 

has Satisfactorily Completed the Cincoln Institure Extension Course 
in Practical Tlursing Comprised of Staining in Body Structure; Babp 
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Average Price Per Lesson Only 
“Careers in Nurs- 
| 805 Larrabee St., Dept. T-2, Los Angeles 46,Calif. 


~ Wi > ae is —o this 29h, 
IP ek a 
LINCOLN Course available in 
easiest installments. Write for én 
16- page booklet: 
ing.” Mail coupon! 
[The Lincoin School of Practical Nursing | 
| Rush 16-page FREE booklet “Careers in Nursing” 
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Do You Make These 
Mistakes in English? 
MANY PERSONS say ‘“‘between you ff. 


and I’ instead of ‘‘between you and 
me’’—or use ‘‘who” for ‘“‘whom.” 
Every time you speak or write you 
show what you are. Mistakes in Eng- 
lish reveal lack of education, refine- 
ment, Real command of English will 
help you reach any goal. 

Only 15 minutes a day with Sher- 
win Cody’s famous _invention—an 
you can actually SEE your English 
improve. It teaches by HABIT— 
makes it easier to adopt the right way. Wonderful seif- 
correcting lessons. Lack of language power may be 
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to break the ice that threatened the ar- 
rangement. Accustomed to a big brother, 
they started asking little favors of Frank. 
And when he obliged they liked him, and 
it was a beginning. 

He would come out on the school bus 
every day, and his mother would pick him 
up at night because he had lost his driv- 

s license, though manslaughter charges 
had been dropped—because of his age, or 
perhaps because of family influence. And 
by the time the school year was ended he 
had actually learned to be a real help on 
the small farm. And better than that, the 
Hamptons were unconsciously calling him 
“son.” 

It was at Mr. Hampton’s suggestion that 
he spent the summer on the farm, only go- 
ing home occasionally weekends. He more 
than earned his keep that summer, and of 
course he refused wages. When I dropped 
over there evenings I found them all to- 
gether, as cheerful as they could ever be 
without Bud, and seeming like a family. 

I saw a lot of Frank that summer. He 
looked different, he was different—strong- 
er, straighter, more relaxed. more at peace. 
I forgot the bitter boy I’d once disliked so 
much, and found that I liked this new per- 
son, that I didn’t pity him but still wanted 
to help him. And in doing that I forgot 
just a little bit the agony of my own self- 
reproach over Bud. 

Frank had planned to go away to col- 
lege the next year, but because of the 
Hamptons he decided to go to the local 
college and spend as much of his time as 
he could on the farm. He made that deci- 
sion on his own, neither his family nor the 
Hamptons encouraged it. But when the 
decision was made he seemed stronger and 
more at peace than ever. 


I REMEMBER ONE NIGHT when he 

was studying at the farm and I dropped 
over. He was in the dining room with his 
books and I just stopped for a minute be- 
cause I knew college work was hard and 
he needed all the studying he could do. 
But just then little Judy Hampton tore in 
with an arithmetic problem she couldn’t 
solve, and he took her on his knee and ex- 
plained it so patiently. 

When she’d run away he looked after 
her thoughtfully, “You know, Claire, when 
you first got this idea about my working 
on the farm, I didn’t think it would work. 
But then I got to praying that something 
dramatic would happen, that some day one 
of the children would be in danger of death 
and I’d manage to save her life. That way 
I thought the score would be settled, I’d 
still have taken the life of one of the 
Hamptons’ children but I’d have saved 
another. But it didn’t happen that way, I 
guess it never does in real life. And yet— 
well, what I’m trying to say is, I think it’s 
worked out in other ways. Those kids al- 
most think I am their brother. And—well, 
just being a brother—it’s something, isn’t 


it, Claire? I’m not just kidding myself» 
“No,” I said warmly, “you’re not jug 


kidding yourself, Frank. You’ve helpej 


them all, the whole family. And havin, 
had a small part in all this has helped y, 
too. I’ve learned to live with myseli 
Frank. I don’t want the things I used ,,§! 
want—the high school parties and all thy 
I want the real things I always had and 
never appreciated before Bud died, th, 
things he loved. I can think of him poy 
without torturing myself, and I realize hoy 
lucky he was that he always saw thing 
straight. And that helps me to see thing 
straight too. And,” I added impulsing 
“I’m seeing you straight too, Frank, aj 
I think you’re swell.” 

He kissed me then, just a big-brothe 
kiss on the cheek. But I never forgot j, 
and I think that was the night I started j 
dream a new kind of dream. 


FrRANK WILL finish college this yea, 

He’s done well, and the only time kk 
ever missed was a month last year whe 
Mr. Hampton was sick and Frank toot 
over as his own son might have done—anj 
almost like an experienced farmer, Ik 
has learned to love farm work, this ney 
Frank who bears so little resemblance 
physical or otherwise, to the boy I met « 
my first high school party. His paren 
are going to buy him a small farm neg 
ours for a graduation present, and he: 
going to work it himself and still help th 
Hamptons. 

I finished high school last year. I didn’ 
go to work, just stayed home and helped 
my mother. It didn’t seem any use to g& 
a job, when Id be getting married as soo 
as Frank graduated. 

Everybody in three families is happy 
about our approaching marriage. My 
family has no reservations about Frank 
now. They’ve watched, as I have, as ke 
grew from a spoiled bitter boy with a loai 
of guilt on his conscience into a solid 
responsible, fine man, They know I'm: 
lucky girl to find a husband like Frank. 
and they realize the love we feel for each 
other is the real thing, that we know each 
other too well for illusions. 

And as for the Hamptons—well, Mr 
Hampton wept a little when she heard 
She said, “I used to dream that one day 
Claire would be marrying into our family’ 
And then she smiled and said softly, “And 
in a way she will be. It wouldn't hav 
seemed possible once, but that boy is # 
most like our own.” 

And so it worked, that little idea that 
crept into my mind back there when every 
body was so unhappy. I don’t know wher 
it came from, but I think God sent it # 
answer to one of my groping prayers. Be 
cause surely only God could have buil 
anything good out of the tragic loss of! 
bright young life such as Bud’s and out of 
the guilt that tortured Frank’s soul 
mine. THE END 
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Scandal In The Family 


(Continued from Page 27) 


gorgeous hunk of a man who was just wait- 
ing for my command. “As a matter of 
ct, Mr. Townes,” I said swiftly, “you can 
take me home.” 


HAT WAS THE BEGINNING; me 


alize boy ol and confident, Maurice a polite. 


WwW thing, 
ce thing, 
ulsively 
ank, and 


z-brothe 
forgot it 
tarted ty 


lis year, 
time ly 
ar wher 
nk took 
ne—and 
ler, He 
his ney 
ne 
met at 
parents 
‘Mm. near 
nd he’ 
ielp the 


I didn’ 
helped 
to ge 
AS So0n 


happr 
. My 
Frank 
as he 
a load 
solid. 
I’m: 
Frank, 
r each 
y each 


- Mrs 
heard. 
e day 
mily.” 
“And 

have 
is ak 


— 


gnxious suitor. The ending was quite dif- 
ferent, and it came with the weekend Mau- 
rice and I went to St. Louis. 

Of course, I never should have gone, but 
hy then Maurice and I had almost run the 
complete course of love. Because I spent 
extra money for someone to stay with 
Mama now, Maurice and I went to movies 
and on boat rides, to bars and to baseball 
sames. We kissed in his automobile, held 
hands in my front parlor, and I cooked and 
fed him and made available to him almost 
all of the comforts of home. I could not 
help but admit to myself that Maurice was 
the first real beau I had harnessed in years, 
and frankly I had marriage in mind. But 
I knew there were problems, serious ones. 
Like Mama. I couldn’t leave her, and that 
meant that the man I married would have 
to come and live in our house. Maurice 
didn’t like the idea. I could tell by the way 
he acted every time our conversation came 
close to marriage. 

“A man likes to stand on his own two 
feet, be the boss in his own house. He 
can’t do that if the property is the wom- 
an’s,” he declared. 

So we drifted on. so close and yet so far. 
That was the way it seemed to be with ev- 
erything, like the nights when Maurice 
brought me home, pleading that I come 
with him to the rooming house where he 
lived. That was out of the question, of 
course, but oh! How many nights I knew 
I wanted to go. So close, and yet so far. 
Maybe that’s why I decided to go to St. 
Louis with Maurice that weekend. He had 
heen suggesting a trip for the two of us for 
a long time, but I always said no. I knew 
what such a trip would mean: Maurice 
and I together for two days, living as man 
and wife. Man and wife, I thought. How 
wonderful it would be if it were so! 

And then one night, as I snuggled in the 
warmth of Maurice’s caresses in his car 
outside my house, I thought that maybe 
that was the way to make it so. Yes, I had 
shown Maurice graphic evidence of all the 
comforts of home—except one last thing. 
And a weekend in St. Louis would take 
care of that. 

But I couldn’t. Everything I had ever 
been taught made me rebel against the 
idea. I was not a loose woman. But if I 
wasn’t careful, I was going to be an old 
maid. And how many women are still 
worrying about their virginity at thirty, 
Estelle? I asked myself, 

And so Maurice and I went to St. Louis. 
My brother Joe thought it was a good idea 











* Yes, Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
oiliness. Make-up looks 
fresher, skin feels softer! 





For a creamy, non-drying lip- 
stick that stays on and on, look 
for the name Black and White. 





HILLBILLY 
ROCK & ROLL 
SACRED 

FOLK & WESTERN 





OE ee ett F 













ALL WE NEED IS WORDS AND POEMS. WE 
DO THE REST. SEND SONG POEMS TODAY TO 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
Box 6145, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn. 


See 


“This 
make-up base 
keeps my best 
face forward 


all day” 


“I am in constant contact 
with the public and must be 
careful of my appearance. 
Black and White Vanish- 
ing Cream has proved to 
be the make-up base I can 
rely on to keep make-up ~~ 
looking best at all times.” © 


Mrs. Dorothy C. Russell 
Norfolk, Va. 















Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 
















BLACK 4x0 WHITE 


ANVANISHING CREAM 


SONGS 














s 
‘Size C, Medium 
FRENCH IRO 
i Al es 
i 





= Size.... $2.49 
Rarber Size $3.95 
— | Plain Hdls. $2.95 


8 
irons | Revol. Hdls. $3.49 







DEALERS WANTED 
= 





MARCEL IRON — 
Size A—Light .. $1.89 
ize AA—Bobby . . . $2.29 
$1.89 Size D, Heavy $1.89 
IN | Plain Handles . >. $2.95 
\ Rolling Handles .. $3.49 
— OIL STOVE— 
Burns Kerosene .. "s3ee 
Extra wicks ....3 for S9¢ 
SEND NO MONEY! 
Just pay postman on delivery 
» plus postage charges. Write 
ELLIS RAND CO. 
2349 Milwaukee Avenue 
Dept. 1677 Chicago 47. 








| pereeeen 
BRASS COMB — Straight Teche aoe 










BRASS COMB—$919 
Teeth. Wood or wire handle 2:2 


BOBBY 
fa ee Com 512° 
For pressing short hair and ends. 


PROFESSIONAL 
BRASS COMB — Straight Teeth s2s9 






































So many mothers advise— 


SWEETEN THE STOMACH 
TO SWEETEN THE CHILD! 








Gentle laxative also sweetens 


aS upset stomach! Works overnight, 
CY withou interrupting sleep, play! 








When constipation sours little stomachs, 
youngsters act up because they feel miser- 
able, can’t eat or sleep right. Syrup of 
Black-Draught gives amazing two-way 
relief! (1) Relieves constipation overnight. 
(2) Helps sweeten sour stomach at same 
time. Digestion and disposition improve! 


Syrup of Black-Draught tastes honey- 
sweet. Children love it. Made of Nature’s 
pure vegetable herbs, thorough but gentle. 
Given at bedtime, “timed” to work over- 
night—without harsh griping, without 
urgency! Relieves constipation first thing 
in morning. Helps sweeten upset stomach 
too. Children sleep away those constipa- 
tion worries. Next day laugh, play! Get 
Syrup of Black-Draught today. 


Try regular Black-Draught in Powder or 
AD ULTS Granulated form, or new easy-to-take Tablets! 
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for me to take a little vacation, and he 
promised to take good care of Mama while 
| was gone. Only he thought I was going 
ut of town with some of the girls from 
the office for a gay fling. 

The two days Maurice and I spent to- 
vether, pretending to be man and wife, 
were far different than I had imagined. 
Once we were locked inside our hotel room, 
Maurice was no longer the gentle suitor. 
He became instead an impatient, demand- 
ng. erude stranger. His love was barren 
of tenderness, his throat empty of soft, en- 
learing words. I felt no wild joy, no lift- 
ng to the sky on velvet wings in our love- 
naking. There was only hurt. shame, sul- 
en silence, and finally disgust. 

Even before we left St. Louis for home, 
| knew it was over between Maurice and 
ne. He had revealed himself for what he 
was. and I knew, too, that my lack of 
esponse to him was a symbol of the basic 
haracter difference between us. He had 
votten what he wanted. and he wouldn’t 
ve back. The protests about living in a 
voman’s house had only been his excuse 
to stay off the hook, 

Soon after I returned home, whatever 
ove there had been inside me. Maurice 
seemed to have drained from me. Where 
| had once given without complaint. served 
vithout reward. I now became impatient 
vith Mama, critical with Joe, fed up with 
Frank and his family. If I could only be 
lone. completely alone .. . 

{nd then the other doubts began to set 

the nagging fear, the dreaded uncer- 
Until at last there were no doubts, 
At last I knew the truth. 

\nd how would they like to know the 
uth. the whole smug lot of them? How 
ould they feel when I told them? Would 
\larion be shocked? Would Frank be selft- 
ighteous? Would Joe be his usual ineffec- 
ial self? Well, why didn’t I find out? Why 
lidn’t I tell them—now? 


ainty. 
10 uncertainty. 


Slowly, as if in a trance, I walked back 
lown the stairs and into the room where 
| had left them wide-mouthed with shock 
mly minutes before. I studied the face of 

ich one of them wordlessly now, as they 
it staring stupidly at me. 

“You might as well know now,” I said 
t last, and deliberately, “that 

u’re all going to soon be uncles and 
1unts.” 

When I turned this time and walked out 
of the room, I didn’t hear a sound. 


slowly 


SPENT the next week looking for an 

apartment. There was no need fooling 
myself that I could live at home any longer. 
Now that I had made a fool of myself, 
there was no point in exposing my family 
urther to disgrace. Now, I was sorry for 
the way I had acted with them, but it was 
too late to be sorry. That didn’t change 
anything. 

And I still hadn’t been able to tell Mama 
hat | was pregnant. That was going to 
be the hardest part of all. The others 
didn’t have nerve enough to say anything. 
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Not a one of them had opened their mouths 
since I told them the facts. Moreover, I 
hadn’t seen anybody but Joe, and I noticed 
he seemed to be staying around the house 
a little more than usual. Probably realiz- 
ing he’s going to have to take care of Mama 
and getting used to the idea, 1 said to 
myself. 

My apartment hunting paid off at the 
end of the second week. I found a cold- 
looking four-room place across town. I 
didn’t like it. but it wasn’t expensive and 
there weren’t many neighbors to be prying. 
That weekend, I began to slowly get my 
things together. packing a small bag here, 
putting some things into a box there. And 
sadly I realized what it was like to be 
leaving the place I had called home for 
thirty years. I wanted to cry, but there 
was too much hurt and bitterness in me to 
let the tears through. 
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I was so tense that I jumped when the 
phone rang. No one had called for days. 

I was surprised to hear Frank’s voice on 
the other end. “Charlotte and I were just 
talking about the family dinner this 
month.” he said, “and, well. if you don’t 
mind Charlotte messing around in your 
kitchen. she can do the honors. After all, 
you should be tired of eating your own 
cooking all the time.” 

I was so surprised at what Frank was 
saying I could only murmur: “Why, that’s 
very nice of Charlotte, Frank, but it isn’t 
necessary ss 

“Look,” he cut in, “you need to take 
care of yourself and keep strong to have— 
I mean, well. get some rest. It won’t hurt 
Charlotte to cook the family dinner ever 
so often. So we'll see you a week from 
Sunday.” 

“Okay, Frank,” I said. still stunned. 
“Goodbye.” 


“Was that Frank?” Joe asked. walking 





into the room. “I had something I way, 


to talk to him about.” 


I just stood there without answeriy 
Imagine Frank and Charlotte being 4, 


nice! 


“Hey,” Joe said, seeing the funny |qj 
on my face, “do you feel alright?” 
took my arm and led me over to a chy 

“Look, Sis, if you’re gonna—TI ny 
aren’t you supposed to get some rest? \y 
look, I can do a lot more around this hoy 
than I’ve been doing, and there’s no het 
time for me to start than now. Just «i 


me what you want done.” 


I put my hand on Joe’s cheek. 


He looked at me quietly for a momen, 


then said: “Estelle, I punched 


a guy righ 


in the mouth yesterday, knocked oy ; 
couple of teeth. I hope he was the rig) 
one. Anyway, he’s got until tomorroy y 


get out of town. Know who I 


mean.” 


I sighed. “I know who you mean, Je’ 


HAD GONE back to my room whey! 


heard someone come in and then My. 


ion came running upstairs. 


“Golly. Estelle.” she started breathless 
“T’ve been trying to get by here. You knov 
how I seem to be on the run all the tin 
and now that I’m trying to get my lané. 
lord to let me out of the lease. well. Ty 


just had to——” 


“Hey, slow down a minute.” I inte: 


rupted. “You’re talking like a 


house afir 


Now start over—slowly. You're trying t 


get the landlord to do what?” 
“Oh. heavens! 


I guess I really shoul 


have asked you first—about moving bac 
home and all. I figured that. well. there: 
going to be a lot to do around here, ani 
you’re going to need some taking care ( 
yourself after a while. So I thought, wel 
golly. why shouldn’t I make myself us 


ful?” 


I stared at her in bewilderment, ani 
when I was finally able to speak, I stam 
mered: “You—you were going to mor 
back home to be with me? Oh. Marion. ! 


was getting ready to move out.’ 


> 


And then the tears that wouldn’t come 
hefore came in torrents, and my sister heli 
my head in her arms, cradling me again# 


her breast. 


“Have you told Mama yet about—abou' 
anything?” Marion asked finally. 

“T don’t know how,” I admitted. 

“Then we'll tell her together,” Marin 


said. 


And this was the family I had doubted 


betrayed, scorned. 


I had babied ani 


spoiled them all, then hated them for what 


[ had done, for the selfishness 


with whieh 


[ had endowed each of them. But thal 
selfishness was in none of them as great 
as was their love, and it was their love i 
which they now cloaked and protected me. 
I still had to face Mama, and later m 
friends, and one day my fatherless child. 
and always myself. There would be no for 
getting my wrong. But already, I was & 
periencing the miracle of forgiveness. 


THE END 
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I Don’t Need A Husband 


(Continued from Page 29) 


Roger was an exc ‘ellent tennis player he 
never could teac +h me the game. I learned 
from Alec. 

Alec wasn’t a small man but he gave 
that impression because he was sort of shy 
and retiring. He didn’t shove his way to 
the front of everything the way Roger did. 
Alec was the soul of patience and was such 
a good teacher he had me playing tennis 
well enough to give Roger a run for his 
money. I guess the secret of Alec’s success 
was his quiet charm and the way he had 
of inspiring confidence in a person. 

The night I became a widow, Alec’s 
soothing words and comforting presence 
was the only thing that kept me from hav- 
ing a breakdown—or even worse. In the 
torturous days and sleepless nights that 
followed, it seemed that Alec was always 
there. He was so gentle and tender. This 
quality about him was what kept Alec and 
me good friends but never sweethearts all 
through the years I’d known him. 

As Ellie said. people sort of expected us 
to get married and I know Ellie was disap- 
pointed when Roger came along and swept 
me off my feet. And that’s exactly what he 
did—literally ! 

It happened at the end of the annual 
sorority ball. which I attended with Alec 
—as usual. And Id had a nice but unexcit- 


ing evening—as usual. When we came 
out of the ballroom it was raining. I stood 


under the marquee while Alec went to the 
curb to flag down a taxi. I had a feeling 
I was being stared at, but I wasn’t even in- 
terested enough to look around. 

Alec spotted a vacant cab and beckoned 
forme to come. I tipped in my heels over 
to the curb, but there was a big puddle 
between me and the cab. I stood there, 
balanced on my toes, when all of a sudden 
I felt myself being lifted high off the 


ground. I squealed and threw my arms 
around the neck of the man who was 


chuckling softly in my ear. 


“This gorgeous creature dressed to 


go dancing, not swimming, Alec!” he 
called out. 

“Oh, hi, Roger,” Alec said, not too en- 
thusiastically. He waved the cab on and 


joined us on the sidewalk. 

It turned out that Alec knew Roger from 
being in the same Army outfit and they 
stood there chatting as if they were sit- 
ting at some bar instead of standing in 
the middle of the sidewalk. I felt a little 
foolish and at the same time more glowing 
and alive than ever before in my life. It 
seemed I was on the brink of some great 
adventure. 


Stealing a glance at the face of the man 


who held me so lightly in his arms, I knew 
instantly that life would never 
be the same for me again. His white. even 
teeth gleamed in a self-confident smile and 
brown eyes met mine boldly, 
gleam of adoration that sent 


somehow 


his steady 
yet with a 
the blood rushing to my head. 

“If you don’t mind.” I said with all the 
dignity I could muster, “I wish you two 
gentlemen would decide what to do with 
me.” 

Roger grinned. “I don’t know about 
Alec. but I know exactly what to do with 
you, princess.” he Before I could 


figure out whether he was being fresh. he 


said. 


added, “I’m going to carry you to my car 
and get you out of this rain before you 
melt. Then I’m going to tell you how 
beautiful you are. And then—” 

I assumed a_ haughty air. “And just 


what am I supposed to be doing all this 
time?” 

He bent his head until his lips were 
mine. “Why. 
prin- 


just a breath from 
you'll be loving every 


said confidently. 


away 
minute of it. 


cess!” he 


TH AT’S THE WAY it began. It was like 
~ that for three marvelous years, always 


something impulsive. gay. unexpected and 


always wonderful because Roger was 
there. There was no room. no time for 
anyone else. Not even Alec. at first. Once 


we got the house and settled down. Roger 
insisted that Alec often and go 
out with us. 

Alec never brought a girl along. 
asked him why. I knew it was not because 
he didn’t like girls or that he had no pri- 


visit us 


I never 


I simply assumed that Alec 
felt as I did—another would be 
intruding. It was just the three of us, and 
that’s the way it would always be. 

It was almost as if my thoughts of Alec 
I heard his step on 


vate love life. 
person 


brought him to me. 


the stairs and then the bell ringing. I was 
more eager than ever to see him. Ellie’s 


words and the memories they had stirred 
up left me in a strangely depressed mood. 
Alec, I was sure. would quickly chase those 
mean old blues. Then. I suddenly re- 
membered, there my plan. The 
scheme I thought of to stay in the house 
where Roger and I had shared so much 
happiness depended entirely on Alec. I 
was sure he would not fail me. 

But I never got a chance to tell the plan 
to Alec. He burst into the house and or- 
dered, “Come on, get your things! We're 
not going to sit around and look sad this 
evening.” He waved aside my protests. 
“Now don’t argue, Jan. It’s high time you 


too, 


was 
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came out of exile, and this is the night!” 

As he hustled me outside, I decided to 
go along with his little game. He’d be 
more inclined to do as I asked later. As 
we rode along in Alec’s car, I noticed he 
was in a bouyant mood. He seemed more 
aggressive and talkative, although his con- 
versation was about everything except 
where we were going. 

[ was pleasantly surprised when we 
stopped in front of the Golden Pheasant, a 
fancy restaurant that featured good food, 
soft music and candlelight. But I was 
speechless with astonishment when we 
went in and Alec led me to a table where 
Ellie and Jim were sitting! My first im- 
pulse was to turn and run, but Alec had a 
firm grip on my arm. 

“You called Alec!” I hissed at my sister. 

You told him to bring me here!” 

“She didn’t have to tell me, Jan,” Alec 
said. “She merely suggested it. Anything 
wrong with that?” 

‘You wouldn’t understand,” I said, glar- 
ing at Ellie. 

Jim leaned toward me, pretending to be 
insulted. “If you don’t say hello and look 
like you’re glad to see me, I’m going to go 
right home!” he growled in mock anger. 

[ kissed his cheek affectionately. “Hello, 
lim. I didn’t mean to snub you. You're 
my favorite brother-in-law. Let’s you and I 
zo somewhere and leave these two secret 
agents to their plotting.” 

“You get your own man, my darling sis- 
ter!” Ellie chimed in. 

“T don’t need a man,” I smiled, my irri- 
tation gone. “I’ve got Alec!” 

“Hey! What kind of left-handed compli- 
ment is that?” Alec wanted to know. “I 
assure you, I’m a man.” 

[ reached over and patted his hand. 

You know I didn’t mean it the wrong way, 
\lec, darling,” I told him. “I meant that 
vith you around, I have no need for a hus- 
band or a busy-body sister trying to find 
me one!” 

Ellie made a face at me and we all 

ughed, breaking the tension. 
[ was surprised to find that I was enjoy- 
ing myself as the evening progressed. Alec 
was a fine dinner companion. In addition 
to being his usual courteous, attentive self, 
he entertained us with his witty conversa- 
tion. I’d never seen him like that before, 
and I learned many things about him I 
never knew. Only now and then did I fall 
silent, thinking about Roger and wishing 
he could be there with us. 

When we left Ellie and Jim, my sister 
gave me a quick hug and whispered, “For- 
sive me for butting into your personal 
life?” 

“Of course!” 

‘Good, because I’m going to keep it up! 
Take a good look at Alec sometime.” 

She was gone before I could say any- 
thing. And what did she mean, anyway? 
I'd looked at Alec hundreds of times. 


i 
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But had I really seen him? 
I had no time to ponder that. Alec be- 
gan pestering me to find out the plan I’d 


_ been hinting at all evening. But I made 


him wait until he took me home. Then I 
invited him inside where we could talk. 

We made ourselves comfortable on the 
sofa. Alec smiled happily and said, “It 
was wonderful tonight, Jan. You were 
positively radiant!” 

“Why, thank you, Alec,” I said, no little 
flattered. “I must admit it was good to get 
out of the house again.” 

He leaned closer. His voice shook with 
emotion. “I hate to see the evening end. 
I'll go home—alone—but I won’t sleep. 
Jan—I’d like to be near you—always!” 

“Do you mean that, Alec?” I cried hap- 
pily. “That’s what I want to talk to you 
about!” 

He stared at me. “Jan! You mean you 
really wouldn’t mind having me around?” 

“Mind? I want it that way,” I told him. 
His arm moved up around my shoulders 
and he leaned even closer to me. I went on, 
“T just couldn’t bring myself to have a 
stranger here as a roomer, so—” 

“Roomer!” 

I felt him stiffen and his arm fell away 
from my shoulders. “Better tell me exactly 
what you have in mind,” he said in a dull 
voice. “I guess I’m a little stupid tonight.” 

“But it’s all so simple. You move here 
—into the guest room,” I explained. “I’m 
sure it will be more comfortable than your 
rented room. And I'd charge you just 
enough to help me make the monthly pay- 
ments on the house.” 

Alec stood up slowly. “You expect me to 
agree to an impossible arrangement like 
that?” 

I closed my eyes and nodded. “Roger 
would: have wanted it that way,” I said 
fervently. 

“Roger is dead!” Alec snapped. “I 
thought tonight that maybe there was a 
chance for you. That you were beginning 
to live in the present.” 

“Alec! Don’t talk like that! 
wrong?” 

He paused on his way out the door. “Not 
athing! Not a blessed thing! But you and 
your ghosts will have to get along with- 
out my company. I hope you'll be every 
bit as miserable as you want to be!” 

He slammed out the door and I stood 
there in stunned silence as the sound of 
his car faded into the distance. I’d never 
seen Alec so angry before; something must 
have happened to upset him so. I prepared 
for bed feeling more sad and lonely than 
I had in a long time. It didn’t help trying 
to think about Roger; somehow I found it 
hard to summon up a mental picture of 
him. In my mind’s eye his face was an in- 
distinct blur that was gradually replaced 
by Alec’s features, sharp and clear. 

I would have had to be stupid—more 
stupid than I was—not to see at last that 


What’s 


Alec was in love with me. And | SUppose 
I sensed it all along. But I couldn’t oa 
anybody when Roger was alive, and when 
he was gone it was his memory that 
blinded me to Alec’s true feelings. Now 
for the first time, I forced myself to aa 
sciously think about Alec, not as the faith. 
ful, self-sacrificing friend, but as a man 
who was in love with me. 

It was a pleasant feeling, I must admit, 
As I thought about it, I found nothing 
wrong in it. It was fine if Alec loved me 
and thought me desirable—as long as he 
did nothing about it. There was no re. 
son why we couldn’t go on as we had in 
the past. We'd be good friends and noth 
ing more. There could be, I told myself, 
such a thing as a platonic relationship be 
tween a man and a woman. 

I was just as certain that once Ale 
calmed down and realized I was serious 
about the arrangement I’d suggested he 
would come around to my way of think 
ing. All I had to do was be patient. 

It took a little longer than I expected, 
but Alec finally did just what I thought 
he would. He came around to the house 
and apologized for his outburst of the week 
before. He asked me if I still wanted him 
as a roomer. 

“I certainly do,” I told him. “Only 
you'll be a paying guest—That sounds » 
much better.” 

“Whatever you say, Jan,” Alec said. He 
didn’t sound very enthusiastic about it 
“While I’m here I'll try not to say or do 
anything that will spoil things. What | 
mean is—” 

He paused as if searching for the right 
words. I helped him. “I know what you 
mean, Alec. I’m sure there won’t be any 
reason for us to regret this arrangement. 
We both were so close to Roger that I feel 
the love we have for him will be stronger 
and more important than any—well, per 
sonal feelings that would be out of place.” 

So Alec moved in. I knew that Ellie 
would not approve, but I wasn’t prepared 
for her violent reaction to the news. She 
came over to the house and started fussing 
the minute she came through the door. 

“I’ve heard of a lot of crazy things in 
my time,” Ellie exploded, “but this takes 
the cake! Really, Jan, how could you put 
yourself in such a position?” 

“Take it easy,” I laughed. “I don’t know 
what you mean. Just what ‘position’ am 
I in?” 

“Living with a man who isn’t your hus 
band! That’s what I’m talking about- 
and so will the whole town when the secrt 
leaks out!” 

“Tt’s no secret, Ellie,” I told her. “Ale 
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is a paying guest. It just happens that he’ 
not a stranger who answered an ad I migh 
have put in the newspaper.” 

“And he also happens to be in love wil 
you! Do you deny that?” 

I shook my head. “We've agreed that lt 


deserted 
Alec h 
fore he | 
decoratin 
bought t 
Then | 
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Christmases in earlier, happier years. It 
was Alec, however, who kept popping up 
in my thoughts. Somehow, I couldn’t be- 
lieve that he had deserted me. Yet, the 
empty house. dark and still, was a constant 
reminder that he had. 

When I went to bed that night, a verse 
from my childhood kept running through 
my mind: “’Twas the night before Christ- 
nas and all through the house, not a crea- 
ture was stirring .. .” 

| spent a miserable night, but eventually 
| dozed off to sleep. The next thing I knew 
the daylight was streaming into my room. 
[ lay in bed a moment. with that feeling of 
excitement and anticipation you feel just 
before something big and important is 
ibout to happen. 

Suddenly, I heard the sound of someone 

noving about the house. Could it be Alec? 
[ jumped out of bed and didn’t bother to 
vet my robe as | dashed out of the room. I 
stopped in the doorway of the living room. 
There. by the tree, was Alec! 

“Alec! You’re back!” I said happily. 

He turned, and when I saw his sweet, 

amiliar face I ran to him and threw my 

rms around his neck. A moment later, he 
as unwinding my arms and thrusting me 
from him. “No, Jan! Don’t do that!” he 
aid in a hoarse voice. “I’m only human. 
Don’t torture me any more!” 
[ was hurt and puzzled. “I just wanted 
show you how glad I am to see you, 
\lec.” I said in a small voice. 
We stood there, not speaking. Gradual- 
| became aware that something was 
rong. What I mean is, something was 
happening to me. deep inside. I felt my 
heart beating faster and a sudden flush 
burned my cheeks as I looked down and 
saw myself as Alee was seeing me. I had 
on only my filmy baby-doll pajamas. 

[ raised my eyes and saw Alec staring 

cedly at me. “Oh, God!” The agonized 

y burst from his lips, and the next mo- 
vent he had me in his arms, locked in a 

issionate embrace. 

Did I cry out for help? Did I struggle? 
lry to reason with him? I don’t know. All 
| remember is the hot sensation that pulsed 
hrough me; the way my whole body trem- 
bled at his touch the way my lips began 
And then a 
tidal wave of emotion swept over me and 
arried me farther and farther away from 
eality 


eturn his bruising kisses. 


lt was night and I was lying on my bed. 
[here was no sound, no light anywhere. 
lhen | remembered what had happened. I 
not as ashamed as I 
should have, and it irritated me. Alec had 
to take advantage of me, I 
thought bitterly. I wondered if he was still 


in the 


felt ashamed—but 


no right to 


house. 


But when I switched on the light I saw a 
note sticking in the mirror of the dresser. 
It re id: 
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You won't believe me, 
but I am truly sorry. I should 


Dear Jan: 
have stayed away. This time I 
will. Goodbye. 
Alec 

I started crying then. I wasn’t sure if my 
tears were for what had happened or for 
Alec’s goodbye that seemed so final. Ellie 
came by and found me crying. Bit by bit 
she got the story out of me. 

“T hate to say it, Jan, but it’s all your 
fault.” she scolded. “You invite a man to 
live with you, then you parade around 
dressed like you are now! That’s really 
asking for it.” 

Of course. trying to place the blame on 
me only made me angry. “All that’s not 
going to help,” I told Ellie. “Why don’t 
you do something to help me?” 

She shrugged. “It’s up to you now. No 
one else can do anything for you. But if 
you'll take my advice, you'll find Alec and 
make him marry you.” 

“I’m not about to do a thing like that!” 
I said sharply. “How could I ever trust 
him? He’s proved what kind of man he is. 
Besides. I don’t love him!” 

After I turned down her 
spend the rest of the holidays with her, 
Ellie left. The rest of the week I stayed in 
the house, alternately feeling sorry for my- 
self and hating Alec for betraying our 
friendship. By New Year’s Eve the loneli- 
ness was too much to bear, so I phoned 
Ellie and told her I’d come over. 

A short time later. Jim drove up to drive 
me home with him. I liked Jim. He wasn’t 
dashing or handsome just a nice. level- 
headed guy who loved his wife and kids. 

“Before we leave. I'd like to say some- 
thing to you, Jan,” he said. 

“Of course. Jim.” 

“You know I never meddle.” he began, 
“but when Ellie told me about you and 
Alec—well. I thought maybe I could help 
set things straight.” 

I felt myself blushing. “Jim. if you’re 
going to say I’m to blame, then you can—” 

“That’s just what I’m saying.” he said 
firmly. “Ever 
been acting like a spoiled child. Sure, I 
know you loved Roger, but when you lose 
someone you don’t stop living—or loving. 


invitation to 


since Roger died you’ve 


Life goes on. 

“You put your emotions under lock and 
key and you tried to make Alec do the 
same. When it didn’t work out, you blamed 
him.” 

“He didn’t have to stay around if he 
didn’t care to accept the conditions,” I 
snapped. 

“He stayed because he loves you,” Jim 
told me. “He told me so. He couldn’t 
say anything when Roger was alive, but 
afterwards, he was all set to tell you. Then 
you came up with this ‘platonic friend- 
ship’ stuff.” 

“But he knew that’s the way I wanted 
it,” I insisted. “He deliberately pre- 
tended to go along with my idea just so—” 


“Now wait a minute!” Jim broke 
“Alec went along only because he hop. 
that in time you would see how he ig 
about you. He knew it would be hai 
but he really intended to keep it platog, 
But there’s a limit. And you went pas 
that limit, Jan.” 

I listened silently as Jim went on, “Ye 
tried to have your cake and eat it jy 
You used Alec as a substitute husbanj 








curves, al 
The low-c 
them off, 
up and | 


but denied him the rights of a hushap retty gO 
You wanted to hear him praise your eo jented at 


ing, compliment you on_ the 
dressed. Knowing he was in the hoy 
made you feel safe and secure at nigh 
(Am I right?” 

“T—TI don’t know.” 

“Not only that, I think you wanted hin 
to make a pass at you.” he added. Befoy 
I could voice my protest. he went » 
“A man’s attentions are a complimey 
They make a woman feel like a woma 
who is loved and desired. Your trouhk 
was you tried to deny your true feeling 
tried to hide them. You thought ym 
would be unfaithful to Roger if you mr 
mitted to yourself that you were in Joy 
with another man.” 


What Jim said made sense. even though t00.” 


[ refused to accept a lot of it. When ke 
finished. I was more confused than be 
fore. “What am I going to do. Jim?”| 
asked. “Even if everything you say is true 
what then?” 

Jim chuckled. “Well. you might sta 
home and think it over.” he suggested. 

“But Ellie expects me over for Nex 
Year’s Eve.” I reminded him. 

“There’s always next year.” I said. 
“Right now. there’s a certain phone nun: 
ber you can call and I guarantee you'l 
have a nicer New Year’s than you would 
at our house.” 

My heart skipped a beat. 
asked hopefully. 

He nodded. “He’s got a room at @ 
hotel over on the West Side. If you called, 
it shouldn’t take him more than half an 
hour to get here.” 

After Jim left. I found I couldn’t bring 
myself to go near the phone. I wanderei 
back and forth through the house. Then 
[ stood gazing at the tree Alec had put up 
for me. Suddenly I remembered that the 
presents beneath it were still unopened. A 
small gaily wrapped package on_ the 
branches of the fragrant pine caught m) 
eye. It was for me. With shaking finger 
I tore it open. 

It was a ring box. and inside was a di@- 
mond engagement ring. There was a note 
from Alec. “Maybe this will help you 
make up your mind,” it read. 

I ran to the phone and dialed the num 
ber Jim had given me. As I waited | 
glanced at my watch. There was plenty of 
time for Alec to get there in time for ust 
greet the New Year together. 


“Alec’s?” | 


THE END 
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bok f Thrill Crazy Kids 


he hop. 
W he § 
be hari (Continued from Page 35) 
Platog; 
VENt py, 
—Eeuwes, and they were developing nicely. 
on, "Te The low-cut blouse she wore helped show 
it it ty them off, too. She pulled her full skirt 
husbanj yp and looked at her legs. They were 
hushang pretty good, too. Smooth, tan, slightly in- 
UT cool dented at the knee instead of being bony 
W@Y yu the way some girls’ knees were. 
1¢ how! Mother didn’t get why Jerry was giving 
At nigh parties for us. either. She’d said things 
shout it before. and she did again this 
aight, in front of Gracie. 
ited hing “It just doesn’t add up, Ruthie,” she 
Befon§ shook her head. “Not that you kids aren’t 
worth some parties—you’re worth a lot 


eal more than that. But why should Jerry 
weal Lane want to give them for you when she 
troubl hardly knows you? ” 

mh: “She just likes us,” I told her. “After 
_ all. Mother, she isn’t very old herself.” 
nt ve 


“Old enough to be married and have two 
YOU af hildren. Seems to me she should limit 
in love her parties to other married couples and 
have them when her husband can be there, 
thougt too.” 

hen lk! “There’s little enough going on around 
an be Bf here as it is. A few parties sure aren’t 
m?”|— wrong for us,” I said. “Why don’t you 
is true F come to the next one and see how simple 
it is?” 

t staf “I haven’t been invited,” she said stif- 
ed. | fy. “As a matter of fact, P’ve had the 
Ney § feeling she isn’t at all interested in meet- 
ing us older people.” 

Now, Mother was as touchy as any other 


said, . 

mother who was crowding forty, and when 
nun: eit pate ; 
_» f she classed herself with “Any other older 
you'l a ae 
ee folks” there was something underneath 
vould . ° 

that said, Don’t you dare agree with me. 
aici I never did. 


“I imagine Jerry is close to thirty any- 
how.” I soothed. “She just hasn’t had time 
at @f to get acquainted with everyone in the 
illed, F neighborhood.” And that was the wrong 
if anf thing to say. 

“She’s had time to throw three parties 
ring | for you kids,” Mother said. 

ered Mother never forbid Jim and me to do 
Then § things or to go places, and she didn’t now. 
tup | She'd try to make us decide not to do 
the f things she didn’t approve of by showing 
|. Af Us what she thought of them, or how they 
the | "ally were and usually it worked. 

my ¢ . Not with Jerry, though. Things had 
. | been so dull before she moved into the 





rers : 
neighborhood, what with being the only 
his kids around out of the swing and teeter- 
- totter stage, and being so far from all the 
- test of the high school gang, and all. 


Only way we could get together with the 
| test was to have a regular party and even 
m } then it didn’t work if there weren't 
enough cars. Dad always had to have ours 
0! § to drive to work. 


But MOTHER KEPT reminding us 


iD that Jerry was a married woman and 
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» for feminine hygiene 





Massengill Powder is used for 
feminine hygiene by women every- 
where. It assures you of personal 


daintiness. 


Its ‘‘clean”’ refreshing fragrance makes 
you confident you will not offend. 
Unlike ‘home-made’”’ preparations, it 
is effective for many hours. 

Solutions of Massengill Powder are 
easy to prepare. Cleansing, soothing, 
non-staining. Recommended by 
doctors and used in hospitals. 


Use Massengill Powder—and be sure. 


























not a kid like we were, telling us how 
much older the men she invited to the 
parties were, and telling us about the 
things kids could get into if they weren’t 
on the ball. 

Jim, Ted, Gracie and I felt we were 
pretty much on the ball. We weren't 
babies to be dragged into something like 
smoking dope cigarettes, or drinking 
spiked punch, or any such thing. We didn’t 
smoke for several reasons but the main one 
was we couldn’t afford it. Both the boys 
were great for sports, too, so they held to 
a sort of training program the year round. 
Very dull. 

Life at Jerry’s looked like a whole lot 
of fun and we weren’t going to miss any of 
it if we could help it. Gracie and I had 
ilways had our share of dates, but always 
with boys our age or a couple of years 
older. It was really something to have 
these older men claiming all our dances, 
wanting to sit by us, and showing us they 
liked us a lot. 

\t least it was for me and I didn’t hear 
Gracie complaining any more. I was sure 
Harold was going to ask me to go with him 
ind Vd been figuring how to tell the folks 
for a long time. They’d raise a fuss, I 
knew, because he was several years older 
than I was. even if he didn’t really show 
age. And he had the smoothest clothes 
vou ever saw. The way he wore them was 
He looked smoother in 
1 sports shirt and Bermuda shorts than 
the boys in our class at school looked in 
their rented tuxedoes at the prom. 

The way he looked at me made me sort 
of uncomfortable, though. I felt like he 
could see right through any dress I might 
have on and when Jerry and Lyle put in 
one of those big plastic swimming pools 
ind some sand and the parties became 
wimming parties, his looks made me feel 
ihsolutely wicked. Like I was one of those 
iid time dance hall girls you see on TV 
vesterns., 

| even enjoyed that part, too. Only thing 
| didn’t enjoy was his hand on my knee, 
or my bare back, or my arm, every time 

e sat down near each other. So I tried 
to keep on the go as much as I could. I 
ioticed Gracie was having the same trouble 
with Jack. 

“Wasn't that things are so dull other- 
vise | wouldn’t go over there again when 
the place.” Gracie 
grumbled as we lay on my bed, yakking. 
‘The way his hands roam!” 

“| know.” Td had more trouble than 
usual with Harold that afternoon and a 
date with him alone didn’t look so good. 
Wonder why they act like that? You’d 
think they had to keep feeling a girl to 
be sure she was still there. Not that I 
don’t like Harold. I think he’s real dreamy. 
But I wish he’d show how much he likes 
me in other ways instead of so much paw- 


ing 


his 


out of this world. 


that Jack was on 


“They probably don’t mean any more by 
66 


it than they do when they kiss Jerry good- 
by.” Gracie said. “We just don’t under- 
stand how adults act, adults that aren’t 
strictly parents, that is. Can you imagine 
Harold or Jack either one being a parent?” 
she giggled. 

I joined in. I sure couldn’t. It was even 
hard to picture Jerry as one. She almost 
never spent any time with the two little 
girls; always had a sitter. 


” 


RACIE AND I didn’t want anything 

to spoil those parties, though. This 
summer was shaping up far better than 
we'd ever dreamed. 

Then Jerry planned a night party and we 
were really jumping. 

So were our folks. First off they said 
no. just like that. We dug in for a long 
seige of getting over that no. Gracie had 
more luck than I did. She didn’t live next 
door to the Lanes the way we did and her 
Mom was easier to persuade. Day before 
the party I still hadn’t convinced Mother. 

“T don’t see why you have to be so set 
on spoiling all the fun I might have.” I 
told her, while we were doing the dishes. 
“Here we are, stuck way out here away 
from all the rest of the gang from school, 
and no buses and Dad has to keep the car 
so we can’t even drive in once in awhile. 
Way out here where there’s nothing going 
on and you don’t even want me to go to a 
harmless party right next door. What do 
you want me to do? Get a canary, a rock- 
ing chair and settle down to being an old 
maid at seventeen?” 

“It isn’t that I don’t want you to have 
fun, Ruthie.” she sighed. “I just don’t 
think Jerry Lane is the right sort of per- 
son for you to see so much of and I don’t 
like her parties for you and Gracie.” 

“You just don’t like anything I might 
have that is fun,” I complained. If I stay- 
ed on that track I might wear her down. 
She’d always wanted the best for me, and 
I knew it as well as she did. I just couldn’t 
see why she was so sure these parties at 
Jerry’s weren’t the best. They sure beat 
anything else that was offered for the sum- 
mer. 

It was easier than I'd expected, after all 
the fuss and feathers. “All right, Ruthie,” 
Mother said finally. “You can go. But if 
anything happens, if things get out of hand 
and you want to come home, you come on 
and don’t pay any mind to anyone or any- 
thing. Will you do that?” 

“Of course, Mother.” How young did 
she think I was? “But nothing is going to 
happen that I can’t handle. These parties 
are just like any other simple parties. 
Everyone is trying to have fun and that’s 
all there is to it.” 

“T still don’t like it,” she said. “But I 
know it’s hard on you to be so far from 
everything. Another year and the new 
park out here will be open and there will 
be the pool and lots of things.” 


“And I will probably be working | 
can save money towards college in 
fall,” I told her. “After all, I'll be Out of 
high school then.” 

“You'll still want to have fun.” g, 
quit trying to change my mind about Jen 
and her parties but I knew she had) 
changed her mind any. 

Gracie and I had thought the par 
would be formal, but when we went oy” 
to help Jerry make sandwiches and pung 
she said it would be a swimming party, 

“Wear your suits and bring a skirt 1 
put over them,” she told us. “We'll pro 
ably go in again just before the pay 
breaks up. Harold and Jack are comin, 
out early to string up some lights and we} 
dance on the porch. Put all the food » 
the dining table and let everyone eat whe. 
ever there is room to sit.” 

Gracie asked it. “Will your husban 
be here?” He had never come to one ¢ 
the parties yet. 

Jerry made a face. “Lyle never goes 
parties. even at home. Matter of fact, he: 
out of town, It’s such a bother having oy 
when he’s at home. Have to put up wit 
all his complaints and then he won’t shoy 
up.” 

That didn’t sound right. somehow. | 
two people were married they ought toz 
least attend their own parties together 
Only somehow the parties Jerry gave wer 
always strictly her own and Lyle woul 
have been sort of in the way. 

Gracie and I had thought it was goin 
to be a real big party and we were sot 
of disappointed to find it was only fw 
twelve. Harold and Jack, of course, ama 
Jerry called Dave who never left her site 
and three other couples. The girls didn’ 
look any older than Gracie and me, an 
Jerry said they had lived close to her dow 
in town. 

It was the same old thing, at f 








Harold wanted me to smoke and I said m 

“Why not, Ruthie?” he — grinne 
“Afraid? Or did Mama say not to?” 

I didn’t like his tone when he said tha 
He didn’t even know Mother. “I just dot! 
like it.” I told him. “I tried it. I gues 
everyone does. I didn’t get enough out ¢ 
it for the expense and all.” 

“Try one of these.” he held out a fw 
ny pack. Not any of the brands Vd eve 
heard of. I tried to make out the letter: 
but couldn’t. “I’m sure you'll get pleal 
out of them.” 

“No thanks.” I shook my head. “I jus 
don’t want to, Harold, Let’s swim.” 4 
least, in the water, he wouldn’t be insistitf 
I smoke. 





[N THE WATER, though, his hands kep 

finding me. I tried to keep way {rit 
those hands, but it just didn’t work. If! 
swam, Harold was beside me, swimmilt 
and at the same time putting one hand@ 
my leg every little bit. If I quit swimmimt 
and just stood in the water, he floated nel! 
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enough to be troublesome. 1 didn’t want 
to act like a child and make something out 
of it. But I did want to stop him. 

It wasn’t that I really minded his touch 
so much. There was a sort of thrill to it 
and that was what scared me. I kept 
thinking about Mother and her worries 
and wondering if maybe she was partly 
right. But I liked the thrill, too, and I 
didn’t want to like it. 

Out of the water it wasn’t much different. 
We flopped down on the blankets Jerry 
had spread around on the grass, like every- 
one else. and like every other man there 
was doing with a girl Harold put his arm 
around me. 

When those hands of his started work- 
ing, though. I got up and started towards 
the porch. The lights he and Jack had 
strung up sure didn’t shine very bright, 
and when I stood up I could see some of 
the couples weren’t paying any attention 
to anyone else and I really began to feel 
scared. I looked around for Gracie and 
couldn’t see her or Jack. 

I figured they’d be in the house, but 
they weren’t. Jerry and Dave were, and 
Dave was kissing her as if he’d never heard 
of Lyle or the word marriage. I felt sort 
of sick. 

“What will you have to eat?” Harold 
was half making fun of me and I knew it. 
I wasn’t going to act like a baby and run 
home just because there was a lot of love- 
making going on. 

“Oh, sandwiches. an egg. 
[held a plate while he filled it. 
take anything for himself but a 
wich and a couple of olives. which he put 
on one side of my plate. He filled two big 
glasses with punch after taking a long 
drink first. 

I'd helped mix the fruit juices for that 
punch and had tasted it, but it didn’t taste 
the same now and I was sure it wasn’t just 
the ice and the cherries floating in it. 

It didn’t taste bad, though, just sort of 
bitey and I told myself it couldn’t do 
much harm to drink it if I ate with it and 
if it was very strong Harold wouldn't have 
filed such big glasses. You can make 
yourself believe a lot of things if you put 
your mind to it. 

IT even had myself believing that I could 
handle Harold, and that all the love- 
making going on was harmless. [ still 
hadn’t seen Gracie and Jack and I was a 
little worried about them. Harold had 
found us a place on a blanket almost en- 
tirely out of the ight, though, and it was 
hard to see even him, much less anyone 
else, 

I ate slowly, and I drank the whole glass 
of punch and the air didn’t feel nearly as 
cool when I'd finished. It was a wonderful 
night and a wonderful party and it seemed 
almost right for Hal to have his hand on 
my leg, 

Then he kissed me and that was right, 
too. I'd been kissed before, of 


some olives.” 
He didn’t 


sand- 


course, 


What girl hasn’t been? But never like this 
and I liked it clear down to the tingling in 
my toes. 

Hal liked and he did it again. 
This time his hand didn’t stay on my leg, 
but moved slowly up my back, smoothing 
my suit out gently, sort of massaging the 


it, too. 


whole length of my back. I liked it. I 
knew it wasn’t right. that everything 


Mom had worried about was true and that 
I should get up from there and get home 
as fast as I could go but I didn’t want to. 
I wanted Harold to go on and on kissing 
me. 

I'd never felt anything like this before 
and I forgot to think about Mother or what 
I should do and just went right on kissing 
Harold and hoping he wouldn’t stop and 
that there wasn’t anyone else at that party 
but the two of us. 


HEN ALL OF A SUDDEN everything 
and 


go real 


and there were screams 
men’s and Harold let 
quick and started to run but someone 
stopped him and I saw it was a policeman. 

A policeman here at Jerry’s? 

I sat there on the blanket. blinking 
the lights, not sure what was going on. I 
felt all fuddled. 
give out if I tried to stand on them. 

I saw Gracie, then, and she was crying 
policeman was talking to her 
glar- 


lit up 


voices me 


and as if my knees would 


and another 
and Lyle was standing beside Jerry. 
ing at her as if he hated her and she was 
talking fast to him. her hands clenched 
and she didn’t look at all like the pretty 
young Jerry we’d known. 


She looked just like a cheap woman 
Mom had pointed out to me one day, 
when we were down in the bad part of 


town collecting for some sort of charity. 

And I knew what Mom had 
about and tried to tell me and I wanted 
to run home and tell her so but there were 
those policemen and Harold and Lyle and 
Jerry and Gracie and now two of the other 
both crying and hid- 


worried 


girls were brought in. 
ing their faces while the policemen took 
down names and all. 

Lyle walked away 
Gracie by the arm and brought her 
in the night 


and 


from Jerry, and got 
over 
to where I sat, shivering. now, 
chilliness. “You 
wrap up.” he told us, sort of 
kind in spite of his usual gruffness. “Wrap 
up in the blanket. I'll try to keep your 
and when they’ve all gone [ll 


two girls sit here 


sounding 


names out, 
go home with you and square things with 
your folks.” 

Gracie and I didn’t talk, sitting there 
under the blanket and still shivering. I 
didn’t know about Cracie but I was won- 
dering how I was going to face Mom and 
tell her she’d been right all along. Things 
like that aren’t easy with anyone and 
they’re much worse when you have to ad- 
mit to your own mother that she knew more 
than you did. 

Lyle kept the policemen away from us, 
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somehow. They stayed what seemed like 
hours and I was sure Mom and Dad would 
hear all the commotion and come looking 
for me, but there was this high hedge be- 
tween the two lots, and they were real big 
lots. and our bedrooms were on the other 
side of the house and they would be pretty 
sure to be in bed by now so I figured that 
was what kept them away. 

Then the policemen were moving away. 
Some of them took the girls with them. 
Some of the others took the men. And one 
of them took Jerry. They let her get a 
wrap. but they took her away with them and 
the look she threw back at Lyle was full of 
pure animal hate that made me sicker 
than anything else had. 

Then Lyle was coming towards us and 
he looked old and beat as he walked along, 
his head bent down and his hands just 
dangling. I felt real sorry for him and I 
juit shivering. I was beginning to under- 
tand a lot of things, and to wonder about 
1 lot more. 

“T’ll take you two girls home, now,” he 
- rid. 

“Why don’t we gather up these blankets 
first. and turn out the lights and pick up a 
little?” I asked him. “It won’t take more 
than a few minutes and you won’t have to 

ome back to it.” 

He looked around the yard as if he was 
eeing it for the first time. “Would you?” 
e sounded like a little boy who’s been 

promised candy for being good. “I'll take 
are of the things on the porch if you'll get 
the blankets.” 

lhere were a lot of things Gracie and I 
ould talk about but none of them came 

it while we folded up those blankets. I’d 

slipped on my blouse and skirt and Gracie 
had on a skirt but she was shivering. We 
ot the last blanket and carried them in to 
the porch and she put on a sweater Lyle 
ianded her and we helped him finish put- 
ting things away on the porch. It sure was 
juiet. Lyle was deep in some thoughts of 

own and Gracie and I were keeping our 


thoughts as far away from sound as we 
could. 

I had most of it clear, though. by the time 
Lyle took us over to my house. I still didn’t 
understand what Jerry was doing. though. 
Or maybe I just didn’t want to understand 
because if I did I was sure to find out I’d 
been suspicious too, even though I’d told 
Mother everything was real simple. I'd 
known from the start that Harold wasn’t 
simple and he wasn’t the type to be in- 
terested in a school girl for a casual friend. 

Mom had talked to me about strange 
men and about even speaking to them on 
the street and if I’d met Harold on the 
street I’d have passed by in a big hurry 
because I’d have known he was one of those 
strange men she’d warned me about but 
I’d met him at Jerry’s and I’d been so 
blinded by the glamor of Jerry and the ex- 
citement of having an older woman so in- 
terested in me I’d just shut my eyes to 
what my mind was telling me about Harold. 

And if Lyle and his policemen had been 
five minutes later it would have been too 
late to save me and it didn’t help me any to 
know that when they arrived I wasn’t even 
caring where I was going. 

I couldn’t blame it all on the spiked 
punch, either. I’d wanted Harold to kiss 
me almost from the first time I saw him 
and I couldn’t deny that even to myself. 
I'd known very well there was nothing 
simple about the way Dave had been kiss- 
ing Jerry. 

I didn’t know if the policemen had ar- 
rived in time for Gracie or not and for the 
first time in our lives there was something 
I couldn’t ask Gracie about. 

Mom and Dad weren’t in bed after all. 
They were in the kitchen, with a pot of 
coffee and they were expecting us. They 
had a cup ready for Lyle and Mom poured 
it while she seemed to look me over and 
over, as if to be sure I was there. 

“They’re okay.” Lyle told them, holding 
the coffee cup as if it were a real friend. 
“We were almost too late. The policemen 
wanted to be sure and get all the evidence. 
Then there was the federal man.” 
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“How about the papers?” Dad asked, 

“No names, except the men. And Je. 
ry’s.” I knew, then, that Lyle had lov 
Jerry an awful lot before he let her go, | 
wasn’t getting all of this, though. Why 
did he mean by federal men? 

I asked. 

“I think you and Gracie should go y 
bed, Honey.” Mom said. 

“No.” Daddy stopped that. “Let then 
hear this from someone they don’t know ty 
well. Then they can go to bed.” 

Lyle finished the coffee before he starte) 
telling us the whole story. It wasn’t , 
pretty story. There had been parties fo, 
Jerry almost from the beginning of thei: 
marriage and at first he had joined jp, 
thinking she’d grow up when they had; 
family. 

She had resented the family. though, 
and had answered by having daytime par. 
ties. He’d known about the other me 
but he hadn’t known about the young girk 
she’d invited for those men. and _hadn' 
known she got a fee from them when sh 
produced a girl for them who wouldn' 
stop any of their advances. or who wasn’ 
effective in stopping them. 

Then he’d begun to suspect these thing 
and had questioned her about them and 
that was when he’d learned she was in 
something else. That was when he'd 
learned about the cigarettes they got the 
girls to smoke. and boys, when they could 
get any of the boys to come to the parties. 
And when they got the boys to smoke them 
they had gone on to get them to sell them 
to their friends. 

That was when Lyle had sold their house 
and moved out here to Box Elder Road. 
so far from town and, he hoped. from the 
crowd Jerry had been involved with. 

When she’d first invited us over, he’ 
gotten after her and had forbidden her to 
ask us again or to try to go back to her olf 
ways. 

“That’s where I made a mistake. You 
can’t ever forbid Jerry or others like her 
to do anything. They’re sick, actually, even 
if they don’t know it. I tried to force her 
to change. instead of getter a doctor for her 
and leading her to change.” Lyle held his 
cup for more coffee. 

Forbidding Jerry had been like waving 
a flag before a bull. He’d found that out 
when he encountered Harold and Jack a! 
the house and he’d known Jerry was stil! 
involved in their dirty schemes and deal: 
He’d fought a battle with himself and bis 
decency had won over his love for Jerry. 
When she approached Jim about selling 
the cigarettes even if he wouldn’t smoke 
them Jim had gone to Daddy and Daddy 
had gone to Lyle and Lyle had come to his 
decision. 

Mom and Dad had known what was g& 
ing to happen tonight and they’d agreed 
to let Gracie and me go and had even tried 
to discourage me like they usually would. 
Lyle had told them he would see to it that 
they got to the party in time and that ou! 
names would be kept out. He didn’t want 





asked, Harold to get suspicious, since he was the 
And Je, head of the whole thing. the dope and the 


ad loaf girl deal. os Take this proven advice from 
er go, | “What will happen to them?” I asked, | C Basi ds hv h 
1. Wha B my teeth chattering. It wasn’t so much ount Basie an ara aughan 


that I was cold as scared and nervous. 
“They'll all go to prison. Ruthie.” Lyle 


ld gow® id. “Harold and Jack and Jerry will all 
face a Federal charge on narcotics. as well fa 
et then 4s the—the other charges. The other men 
NOW toy will face lesser charges. One of the girls 
S [ h { H 


who was there will have to undergo treat- 
> Started ment for dope. The other two will prob- 
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vasn’t a ably be alright.” 


ties for “T want to go home.” Gracie was shiver- 
of thei ing, too, and her voice wasn’t at all steady. 
ined in. § “Do you think [ could? Even though it’s 


y hada’ w late?” 
“Of course.” Lyle smiled and he wasn’t 
though. at all bad when he did. “Your folks were 





me par. in on the deal. too. That is. your father 

er men— was. He’s probably pretty anxious to hear 

ng girk from us. I'll take you home.” 

hadn' I was glad she wanted to go home. We 

hen she would have a lot to talk over. but not to- 

rouldn’ night and maybe not tomorrow. It might ermd= ra € 

wasn't take awhile to get back to our normal way ®) 
of living. Maybe we never would get all 5 7 
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I Tried To 


Ration Love 
(Continued from Page 39) 


NE NIGHT Stuart came home frog 

work on time. He was very sweet jj 
me and tried to get me to tell him why 
was on my mind. But I couldn’t bring ny. 
self to telling him the real reason. Finally 
he suggested that I go to a doctor. Teg. 
fully, I agreed. I realized that Stuart stjj 
loved me, otherwise why would he shoy 
such tenderness and interest? 

But at bedtime, even though my arm; 
ached to hold him, I again rebuffed }js 
advances. I could tell he was disappointed, 
so I said, “Please be patient, darling. Let: 
wait and see what the doctor says. I'll dy 
whatever he says, then when I’m back 
down to normal—” 

Stuart tried to tell me that he loved m 
as I was, that I was silly to be upset over 
a few overweight pounds. But I wouldn’ 
listen. I went to the doctor, fully de 
termined to follow his instructions to the 
letter. After a careful examination, he told 
me there was nothing organically wrong 

“You'll just have to develop the wil 
power to push yourself away from the 
table, Mrs. Price,” he said. “Ill give you 
some pills that will help kill your ap 
petite.” 

When I was ready to go, he said to me, 
“Science may not know why some people 
are overweight and others are not, even 
with the same amount of food. But over 
eating is a sure sign that the person is 
trying to compensate for lack of love and 
affection, Mrs. Price. Maybe you and your 
husband should talk out your problem— 
whatever it is.” 

I thanked him and hurried out. I'd take 
the pills he prescribed, but I could never 
follow the rest of his advice. For a time 
I did very well, and Stuart even helped 
me. He’d eat the same skimpy diet I did 
although I suspect he made up for it bj 
eating in restaurants. I practically starved 
myself and gradually lost a little weight 
But I learned it is easier to put it on than 
take it off. 


My relationship with Stuart was stil } 


bad, and when he failed to come home @ 
all one night, I went through hel 
imagining him in another woman’s arms 
I sat up all night waiting for him, an 
when he did come we had a_ violet 
quarrel. 

It was then. as we hurled angry accus 
tions back and forth, that I blurted ou! 
the real reason for all our trouble. Stuatt 
was flabbergasted. “You mean you've beet 
listening to your aunt instead of the doe 
tor?” he demanded angrily. “I don’t cart 
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how fat she is or how many paeannts she’s 
had, it just doesn’t make sense! 

“Maybe not.” I wailed, “but I can’t help 
how I feel.” 


” 


We calmed down somewhat after that 
i and sat there in the kitchen talking 
gti! morning. Finally, Stuart said, 


“There’s something more than what your 
Aunt Carrie said that gives you this com- 


| plex, Paula. Whatever it is, we’ve got to 


find out because it’s ruining our marriage.’ 

He insisted that we go see Aunt Carrie, 
and at that point. I was too weak and con- 
fused to object strenuously. My starvation 
diet had weakened me physically, and my 
strange problem had so confused me that 
[couldn’t think straight. I was silent, un- 
able to think or feel anything. as Stuart 
drove over to Aunt Carrie’s. I didn’t even 
try to explain that the reason he’d never 
met her before was that I was too ashamed 
and repelled by her to visit her with him. 

Aunt Carrie was at her usual place by 
the window when we arrived. “So you’re 
Paula’s husband.” she said. ‘studying 
Stuart from head to toe. “I’m right proud 
tomeet you.” She chattered on for a while. 
then turned to me and said. “I see you’re 
till putting on weight. You'll be up here 
with me pretty soon.” 

“No! I'll never be like you.” I cried. I 
buried my face in my hands, moaning. 
“Never... never!” 

Her high-pitched laugh rose above my 
sobs. “Afraid of looking like me?” she 
asked. 

“It’s more than being afraid.” Stuart 
said grimly. “Paula’s absolutely terrified. 
She said you told her something that— 
well, it’s just not true.” 

Aunt Carrie sniffed disdainfully, but 
Stuart went on. “According to you. the 
only people really in love are fat people. 
Anybody can see that doesn’t make sense 
and I think Paula sees it too. now. But 
that still doesn’t account for the way she 
feels about fat people.” 

Aunt Carrie seemed hurt that her pet 
theory had been “Then I 
guess bein’ fat just runs in the family.” 
she said. “Of course. Lottie 
fat, but she’s the exception that proves 
the rule. Paula here is goin’ to be just 
like me and my mother before me.” 


demolished. 


isn’t really 


“Paula’s grandmother was big?” he 
asked, 

“Shucks! Big isn’t the word for what 
Mama was.” Aunt Carrie said. “She 


weighed over 250, and when she died—” 

Something in my brain clicked. My 
grandmother ...a funeral. . . but I could 
remember nothing else. “Was I there, 
Aunt Carrie? At Grandma’s funeral, I 
mean?” J stood up, strangely excited. 


She nodded. “Lottie was too young to 
go, but you were there. 
how you screamed when it happened.” 
My heart pounded wildly, the blood 
beating at my temples. It seemed I was 
straining to recall something and at the 
same time push it from my memory. It 
was the same kind of conflict as my love for 


I'll never forget 


Stuart and my holding him away from 
me. I couldn’t stand much more. Some- 
thing had to give. 

“Well there was an accident.” Aunt 
Carrie went on at Stuart’s urging. “They 
were carrying the special-made casket 


Deacon Webb— 


-was one of the 


down the church steps. 
he was a skinny little man- 
pallbearers and he was in front. 

“The poor man slipped. The other men 





lost their grip and—the casket fell down 
the steps. It—it broke open.” Tears 
shone in her eyes. “It was awful. Just 
awful. Then little Paula started scream- 
ing ‘s 

It flashed before my eyes. The whole 
grisly scene. 

“T screamed . . . I remember now, I 


wildly. “I screamed 
1%? 


. and screamed! 


screamed.” I said 
. and screamed .. 


And suddenly. I was screaming. Stuart 
caught me his arms as my knees col- 
lapsed and then there was nothing. Just 


a big, black empty pit... 

I came to in the hospital. My starvation 
diet had so weakened me that I was being 
fed intravenously. Stuart was there. bend- 
ing anxiously over me. 
relaxed when he saw my eyes flutter open. 

“Don’t try to talk. 


“Everything’s going to be all right. 


His worried face 


darling.” he whis- 
pered. 
You’ve been through a lot. 
will ever know how much. 


I guess no one 
Just relax and 
try to forget everything.” 

Much as I wanted to gaze at his sweet 
But I could 


welcome 


face, my eyes drooped shut. 


hear his soothing voice and a 


peace settled over me. Yes. everything was 
going to be all right. I realized now that 


my fears were groundless and that even if 


my figure did fill out as I grew older, 
Stuart’s love would not lessen. I knew 


what was behind my obsession; the inci- 


dent at my grandmother’s funeral had 
made a horrible impression on my childish 
mind. But now that I knew its cause. I was 
certain I could get rid of my former feel- 
ing. 

But most of all. I realized how foolish I’d 
been for not taking Stuart into my confi- 


dence from the very beginning. Love, I 
know now, is stronger than any fear— 


even the one that nearly ruined my mar- 
riage. 


THE END 
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A House Of Hate 


(Continued from Page 42) 


vou’d better apologize to Mother, Mary,” 


Joe demanded. 

[ stared at him, hardly believing my ears. 
Finally, I said as calmly as I possibly 
could: “I'll apologize in hell.” 

{ turned and stalked out of the room. 
Just as I reached the hallway, I heard my 
mother-in-law’s mocking voice. “You just 
may be right.” she said. I didn’t even turn 
iround. I was afraid the sight of her would 
make me run and strangle her. 


BITTER silence settled over our house 

after that night. Joe and I said to each 
other only what few words were necessary ; 
his mother and I did not speak at all. On 
the third night after the argument, Joe 
tried to make a little conversation after 
we were alone in our room, and after we 
turned the lights out, his arm slipped 
iround me, warm, strong, apologizing, his 
hand caressing. 

[ moved away from him with a jerky 
notion. No, I told myself, he won’t make 
me surrender that way. He has to decide 
vetween his mother and me. 

But. looking back now, I realize Joe 
ouldn’t decide. That was his problem. 
\nd after that one terrible fight, he didn’t 
eem to have the strength to do anything 
ibout the intolerable situation that existed 
1 our house. The terrible look of anger 

longer came back to his face, and it 
emed as if it were replaced with a worn. 
efeated look. And I wasn’t the only one 

ho noticed. In a couple of weeks I got a 
elephone call from Frankie Anderson, 

ho was in charge of Joe’s work group at 
the plant, Frankie and Joe had been close 
riends a long time, and we knew each 
ther pretty well, so I wasn’t too surprised 
vhen Frankie called. I was surprised at 

hat he said though, after we had gotten 
vast the “hello and how-have-you-been” 
ilk, 

“TI don’t know whether I’m off base bring- 
ng this up,” he started apologetically, 


“but I couldn’t get anything out of Joe so 
I thought I'd try you.” 

“Yes, Frankie.” I said. 

“Well, I don’t know what it is exactly 
—it’s hard to put your finger on, but some- 
thing is bugging Joe. I mean, you can tell 
it in his work, and around here that’s bad. 
A guy who hasn’t got his mind on his job 
could get hurt. or cause someone else to 
get hurt, and—well. Joe just hasn’t been 
himself lately. Do you know anything that 
could be bothering him?” 

“Well, I—I’m not sure, Frankie.” I lied, 
glancing toward the door of little Tommy’s 
room where Joe’s mother sat reading just 
a few feet away. 

“T don’t mean to pry into personal af- 
fairs, Mary.” Frankie went on, “but at the 
rate Joe’s going, he could cause trouble. 
maybe even lose his job. and I’d be the last 
guy in the world who would want to see 
that happen.” 

“T understand, Frankie,” I said. 

“Is there anything you want to tell me, 
then?” he asked. 

“Not—at the moment,” I said slowly, 
knowing that Joe’s mother could hear every 
word I uttered. 

“Is it—something you’d rather not talk 
about over the telephone?” Frankie per- 
sisted. suspecting that I was willing to tell 
him but couldn’t. 

“Yes. yes that’s it.” I answered. 

“Hmmm.” he said. “Then we'll have to 
arrange to talk some place else.” 

“T believe so,” I said. 

“Well. there’s the company picnic com- 
ing up next Saturday. maybe we could get 
together a few minutes there.” he sug- 
gested. 

“Yes, maybe so,” I said guardedly. 

After we hung up. I wondered why I had 
even admitted to Frankie that I knew what 
was wrong with Joe. It amounted to con- 
fessing to an outsider that something was 
going wrong with my marriage. But I had 
to talk to someone. 


POUCA 


"We weren't wild, 


or irresponsible or sinful, 


the way some grownups said. 


But sometimes we 


had to do things the way we 


did because nobody trusted us’ 


READ 


‘WE NEVER 
HAD 
A CHANCE’ 


In the March issue 
of TAN Magazine 
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And I could no longer ignore the dange, 
signs: the restless look in Joe’s eyes thy 
was replacing the defeatism; the growin 
hours he spent away from home; the te. 
rible lack of conversation between 
Maybe it’s all my fault, I thought to gy. 
self sometimes. Maybe if I didn’t sijj 
scorn his touch. . . . And then I wou 
face his mother’s defiant eyes. laughing y 
me, telling me that this cold war betwee 
my husband and myself would last so lon 
as I refused to give in to her domineering 
ways. And then the old fiery resentmen 
would swell up inside me again. and | 
knew there could be no compromise. Qn 
of us would sooner or later have to go, 

Meanwhile, Joe’s mother and I tried tp 
stay out of each other’s way. She fixed he 
own meals and came out of her room on) 
when she knew I was in mine, or when Jo 
was home. She really tried to stay clox 
to him, chattering away all evening whik 
Joe looked at television. Sometimes le 
would just get up and put on his hat and 
coat and walk out of the house. almost a 
if he didn’t hear her. And since he and] 
had such little to say to each other, | 
couldn’t even ask where he was going. 


S THE DAY for the company piecni 
+* approached, I suddenly realized that 
I would not get a chance to hold my secret 
meeting with Frankie. After all. Joe and 
I were hardly speaking at home. so wh 
should we be going to a picnic with all ow 
friends and co-workers who would be sure 
to spot some trouble between us. 

Joe apparently felt the same way, be 
cause he didn’t even mention the picnic at 
all. When Saturday came. he stayed 
around the house half the day. watching 
the baseball game on TV. then got his hat 
and left. 

About seven o'clock that evening, the 
doorbell rang. It was a surprising remin- 
der that we had not had many visitors in 
several weeks, a fact which had saved us 
from the considerable embarrassment 0 
having friends come into a house filled 
with hate. Now. suddenly. we had an u- 
expected caller. I smoothed my blouse and 
ran my hands over my hair and went te 
the door. 

Frankie Emerson greeted me_ with: 
“Well, there is somebody at home after all. 
Hi, Mary.” 

“Oh. hello, Frankie.” I said a little ner 
ously. “Come on in.” 

He stepped inside the door and stoppeé. 
“Ts Joe home?” he asked. 

“N-no, he isn’t. Frankie,” I said. 

“T wondered why you didn’t show up @ 
the picnic.” Frankie said, his voice ver 
low. “I thought I’d come by and maybe wt 
could have that talk. If Joe was here | 
could just say it was a friendly visit.” 

“Frankie, I’m sorry.” I said looking ove! 
my shoulder to see where Joe’s mother wa*. 
“but we can’t talk here.” 

“My car’s right outside.” Frankie said. 

“But I couldn’t—” I paused and looked 
around me again. In the quiet I could 
hear Joe’s mother, reading a children’ 
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[ONG-AID WINS ORCHID AWARD 


Named “Orchid of All Hair Dressings” 
by One of America’s Leading Beauticians 


GLAMOUR IS THE ‘‘WORD”’ 


Yes, says a National Champion Hair Stylist, one word de- 
scribes Long-Aid—glamourous. “There is only one reason why 
women come into my beauty salon ... to become glamourous! 

And after years of working with every hair dressing you 
can buy, I finally found the one hair dressing that fills the 
pill—Long-Aid. Long-Aid spells G-L-A-M-O-U-R in capital 
letters for every woman’s hair. 

I mean it. And I can prove it.” 


WHAT IS YOUR HAIR PROBLEM? 


Do you have dry, too curly hair . . . hair that simply will 
not stay under control for you to dress and manage? Then, 
listen to this. Wonderful Long-Aid brings your curly, unruly 
hair under its magical control right away. Makes it look longer, 
softer, so easy for you to style and manage protects it 
against moisture, perspiration. 

Maybe you're plagued by that short, fine hair around the 
forehead, temples . . . the back of your neck. Stubborn little 
hair that kinks up, and just will not blend in with your coif- 
fure. It's true—Long-Aid puts an end to that age-old problem. 
Try it once and you'll see. 

Then you'll never want to be without Long-Aid. Its results 
are truly magnificent. 


TRY OTHER FAMOUS LONG-AID PRODUCTS 


? 
bi 





LONG-AID SULPHUR 






$1.00 LONG-AID 
FLOWING HOT OIL 
; $1.10 
® 
- r 
LONG-AID 
SHAMPOO PLUS 
EGG CONCENTRATE 
79¢ LONG-AID 


ACTALAN SOAP 
It’s Medicated. 60c 


-- MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW ----- 


OR DO YOU HAVE... 

a scalp condition? Embarrassed by itching irritations . . 
loose, ugly dandruff? Then look no further. This “orchid” 
of hair dressings actually relieves dry, thirsty scalp. Relieves 
worrisome dandruff, those itching irritations. Really keeps 
your hair fresh, so clean smelling. 

I could go on and on singing Long-Aid’s praises. I know 
from personal experience that Long-Aid will give you the 
beautiful, lustrous . . . just naturally glamourous hair style 
you want. Quickly. Easily. Believe me. 

And never forget this one important fact: Long-Aid makes 
hair look longer! 


WHY AMERICA’S FINEST? 


Three very special ingredients! Nature’s own lanolin to help 
short, growing hair look wonderfully longer. New miracle K-7 
to kill certain scalp bacteria, relieve dandruff, itching. Amaz- 
ing deltyl prime to keep hair straight, protect it against 
moisture. 

A scientific blend of these and other fine ingredients make 
Long-Aid the amazing hair dressing it is. This secret formula 
cannot be touched by ordinary hair dressings. 


FREE HAIR CARE BOOKLET 

Don't hesitate a minute! Order Long-Aid today . . . and be 
sure and ask for the new FREE Hair Care Booklet, “Orchids 
In Your Hair,’ now available from the Long-Aid Company. 
That’s Long-Aid, in the pretty pink jar—only $1 on absolute 
money back guarantee. Once you’ve tried Long-Aid you, too, 
will say “Orchids to Long-Aid.” 

It’s America’s finest hair dressing. 


Long-Aid Company, Dept. 2-B 

P. O. Box 2505, Memphis, Tenn. 
Please rush me the Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, 
check or money order enclosed, 

FREE Hair Care 0 Long-Aid Shampoo Plus 


Cj Send me 


300klet “Orchids in Your Egg Concentrate 79c (no 
Hair’ with my order. tax) 
(J Long-Aid with K-7 $1.19 ©) fons-Air Sulphur $1 (no 
(incl. tax.) O Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil 
[] Long-Aid with K-7 large $1.10 (incl. tax) 


$3.30 (incl. {.] Long-Aid Actalan Soap 60c 


economy size 
(no tax) 


tax) 
(No C.O.D.’s outside continental U.S. No order shipped less 
than $1.00. IMPORTANT! You save C.O.D. and postage 








charges by sending full amount with order. Orders $5 or 
over at least 1; deposit required.) 
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MAKE *30000%:500.00 


#2—5- IN SPARE TIMES 
JUST TAKING EASY ORDERS 
1, FOR BEAUTY PRODUCTS 


MAKE MORE WITH VALMOR 
and SWEET GEORGIA BROWN PRODUCTS 


You should thank me and later bless me for telling you of this 
FAST WAY of MONEY MAKING. Accept this liberal FREE 
offer with Faith and Hope that Good Luck has come your way 
at last! For more than 25 years many SWEET GEORGIA 
BROWN Agents have prospered. Some are owning Homes and 
Cars and have MONEY in the Bank. Be Smart Too! 


You'll Love This NEW EASY PLAN 
NO EXPERIENCE 
NECESSARY 
Join up with a Company whose 
Products are well known every- 
where. Make Big Money EASY 
and FAST taking orders for 
Big Advertised line of Sweet 
Georgia Brown and Valmor 
Cosmetics, Beauty Creams, 
Skin Lotions, Hair Dressing, 
Perfumes and Incense. BIG 
earnings in full or spare time. 
100% Profits on most items. 
Make more with Valmor. 
Valuable Premiumsalso given. 
F REE Wrist Watch to all who qualify. Write Now for FREE Sample Case 
Offer and Complete Big Money Making Plans. Fill out Coupon TODAY. 


BE A LUCKY...HAPPY AGENT SELLING 
SWEET GEORGIA BROWN 


FREE SAMPLE CASE OFFER COUPO 
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M@ VALMOR PRODUCTS CO., 2451 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill., Dept. 8-206 


I want to join up with your Company. The + Please RUS of Making BIG MONEY FAST ina 2 


steady, dignified business is just what I want USH your FREE Sample offer, Money 


4 Making Plans and how to Get FREE WRIST WATCH in addition to BIG CASH PROFITS. 














OLD LEG SORES 


Easy to use Viscose Applications may 

heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 

BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 
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SENSATIONAL ! 
“FULL BLOOM" 


for the figure men admire... 
and other girls envy! Now, 
you can help develop your 
bosom, in the privacy of your 
own home, with this exclu- 
sive formula . .. containing 
100 MGM's of Royal Jelly. 


Look like a Movie-Star 


oe 
$1.98 y J b 
Send $1.98 today for FULL cat oo snd brah we \\ 
“NOT 
qulehent 


BLOOM Bust Formula, or or- gut. will not rub bo 
—AVOIDS THAT sU DDEN DYE 


C.0O.D. charges collect. way to 
LOOK. Brush Sttached, for removing excess coloring. Prevents soiling, 
ECONOMY SUPPLY CORP. (Dept. TB2) rn, off. Comes in Plastic Case. Can be carried in pocket or purse. 


all shades: 
58 East 13th St., New York 3, N. Y. ann bh to Platinum Blue. State shade. Pay only $1.98 on delivery, plus 
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book to little Tommy in the back room, 
Why couldn’t I leave? Even if we should 
run into Joe. he wouldn’t think anything 
about me being with Frankie if | gare 
some excuse. 

“Tl be right with you.” I told Franki 
as I went to get a hat and purse. 

Five minutes later Frankie and I wey 
driving swiftly toward the edge of town 
“We'll go out by the Old Mill.” he said, 
“T don’t think anybody will disturb us ther 
since it’s too early for the young couples 
to come necking.” 

We parked the car out by the olj 
deserted farm with the windmill. | 
Frankie pulled up the emergency brake he 
said. “Okay. now let’s see if we can get jp 
the bottom of this.” 

“Tt’s not easy to talk about. Frankie,” ] 
told him. then added slowly: “But T gues 
I’ve got to talk to someone before I go oy 
of my mind.” 

“Sometimes talking helps. even if the 
other person can’t give you any advice,” he 
said. “I just felt that you and Joe and | 
are too good friends for me to just sit by 
and watch him goof up a good job.” 

“I know. Frankie.” I said gently. putting 
my hand on his. “and I’m very grateful.” 

“Okay. now what’s the problem?” 

“It—it seems so silly when I try to put 
it into words to a stranger.” I said shyly. 

“T’m not exactly a stranger. Mary,” he 
replied, 

“Oh. I know, Frankie.” I apologized, “1 
didn’t mean it that way. I just meant- 
well, it’s hard to make the problem seem 
as real as it is when you tell it to some. 
one else.” 

“Tf it’s real to you it’s real enough,” 
Frankie said. 

“Then it’s real. Frankie.” 
Joe’s mother and me.” 

I guess it took me about twenty minutes 
to tell him the whole story of how m 
mother-in-law had meddled in my family 
life until she drove me to distraction, and 
how Joe’s failure to understand my side 
of it had alienated us from one another. 

“Joe’s mother is an old woman, Mary. 
Frankie said at last. “and I guess some old 
people are just naturally cranky and med: 
dlesome. but you shouldn’t let her get your 
goat. You especially shoudn’t let her 
spoil things between you and Joe.” 

“I know, Frankie. I know.” I said. “But 
Joe got mad at me for what she said | 
had done, and—well, pretty soon it just 
seemed too late for anybody to say that 
they were sorry. Even now I couldn't 0 
to her and apologize. although I guess ! 
could call a truce if she would.” 

“That’s the spirit,” Frankie said. “Don't 
let her get you down. After all, she 
couldn’t be such a bad old lady if she’s 
Joe’s mother.” 

I smiled. “No, I guess she couldn’t be, 
could she?” 


I said. “It’s 


N HOUR after I had left home, I was 
back. Tommy was looking at telev- 
sion and I wondered if they had missed 
me. I hurried and got into an apron and 
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ent into the kitchen to clean up the sup- 
*: dishes. Joe still hadn’t returned home, 
rd with a little pang of sorrow I again 
sdmitted into my heart the new fear that 
had come to worry me recently: Is another 
{oman helping him lick his wounds? Is 
/he finding in another’s arms the love I have 
denied him? ; 

Pretty soon, I was worrying so I guess 
{really didn’t notice Joe’s mother piddling 
about the kitchen, making herself a hot 
\-up of tea. All I know is that I turned 
jround from wiping the kitchen table and 
lall of a sudden there she was, hot teapot 
in hand. I couldn’t help bumping her, and 
hot water splashed over her arms and 
hands and she let out a yelp of pain. 

“Oh, I’m sorry—” I began. 

“You tried to scald me!” she screamed 
nefore I could finish. “You want to burn 
me up!” 

“It was an accident,” I protested. “You 
were right behind me. I didn’t realize—” 

“I know you hate me,” she raved on, 
“but you don’t have to hurt me.” 

And she ran from the kitchen before I 
yould say anything else. I started after 
her, remembering Frankie’s advice to try 
to be understanding. But before I could 
vet to her to see if she was really burned 
or to try to put something on her arms 
and hands, she slammed the door in my 
face. 

Oh, well, I shrugged. At least I tried. 


T WAS much later when Joe came home, 

but his mother bounded out of bed like 
a shot when she heard him come in. In 
less time than it takes to say Jack Robin- 
son she was spilling out her own version 
of how I had tried to scald her to death in 
ihe kitchen while he was away. 

Just control yourself, I thought, remem- 
ber what Frankie told you. 

So I let her rant, and Joe just stood there 
listening and looking triumphantly at me. 
But when she saw I wasn’t going to say 
anything, her look began to change to one 
of disappointment, then desperation as she 
suddenly blurted out: “And you might ask 
her where she sneaked off to, tonight. Some 
man brought her back home.” 

“Why you old witch!” I gasped unbe- 
lievingly. I knew how vicious she could be 
with her tales, but this was a new low, 
even for her, and within seconds the room 
was filled with a wild flurry of name- 
calling and accusations. 

After I let out my blast at my mother- 
inlaw, I turned to Joe. “For your infor- 
mation,” I said, “It was Frankie Emerson 
who brought me home. He was worried 
because he thought you had something on 
your mind that was interfering with your 
ork. He wanted to be helpful, that’s all. 
He even said some nice things about your 


mother—only to have her stand here 
jand—” 





6 . 

“What's Frankie Emerson doing butting 
his nose into my business?” Joe said 
sharply, 


“ 
Why, Joe,” I said, stunned at his tone 


of voice. “Frankie is a friend.” 

“Some friend who sneaking 
around taking a guy’s wife out on the 
pretense of wanting to be helpful,” Joe 
declared. Then his eyes suddenly grew 
hard as he glared at me. Then he said 
with slow deliberation: “Is this the first 
time? Or is Frankie the reason you’ve 
suddenly become cold toward me. The rea- 
son I can’t touch you?” 

“Joe!” I cried, unable to believe my 
ears. 

“Well?” he demanded. 

“You've got a filthy mind, you and your 
mother both!” I screamed at them. “Why 
don’t you speak for yourself? Where do 
you go all these nights?” 

Joe blinked his eyes, then turned and 
went into the bathroom. I looked around 
and glared at his mother, and she scurried 
off to bed. 


Joe slept on the couch in the living room 


comes 


that night, 


HE DAYS that followed were a renewal 

of the old bitterness, only this time 
there was the strange new dragon, suspi- 
cion, to plague us, the situation ironically 
eased and irritated at the same time by 
Joe’s increasing absence from home. And 
in time, my nightly bed became a pool of 
tears as I wept alone over the silent ruins 
of my marriage. 

Strangely enough, however, Joe’s be- 
havior was taking its toll on his mother, 
She was as much shut off from him 
as I was, and we became two solitary in- 
mates of our own prison, 

And just when I thought I could not 
stand another silent, empty moment, 
Frankie called. 

“Oh, Frankie,” I said when I answered 
the phone, “it’s so good to hear a friendly 
voice.” 

“Well, I'm glad you still consider me 
friendly,” Frankie said. “I don’t know 
what I would have said if Joe had an- 
swered the phone.” 


too. 


I caught my breath. “Isn’t Joe at 
work?” I asked. 


“At work? Where?” 

“At the plant,” I said. 

“Mary, don’t you know what happen- 
ed?” Frankie asked. 

“No, what?” 

“Joe was fired last Friday.” 

“Fired? But he’s been going to work 
every day,” I protested. 

“Something is somewhere, 
Mary,” Frankie said. 

“Oh, Frankie,” I said wearily, “what’s 
happening?” 

“T don’t know, Mary,” he answered. “I 
thought that maybe after you and I had 
that little talk things would have gotten 
better for you and Joe.” 

“Oh, I tried, Frankie. Honestly, I tried 
but you should have heard—” I remem- 
bered the radar-like ears of my mother-in- 
law. “Frankie, I can’t talk here,” I said. 

“What time will be home?” 


screwy 


Joe 














ANY INSTRUMENT 


—even if you don't 
know a single note now! 


Now it’s EASY to learn ANY instrument. No boring 
exercises. Even if you don’t know a single note now, 
we'll have you playing delightful pieces RIGHT AWAY— 
right from your FIRST lesson! And properly, BY NOTE. 
Simple as A-B-C, Make amazing progress. No special 
“‘talent’’ needed. Learn at home in spare time, without a 
teacher. Only few cents per lesson. Soon 
you can play any piece you wish. Over 
1,000,000 students including famous 
TV star Lawrence Welk. ( 61st Year.) 
FREE BOOK—Just send this ad. with 
your name and address filled in below, 
to: U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSI tudie 
A342, Port Washington. N. Y. (No obliga- 
tion: no salesman will call.) 
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GIVES You $100.9 a Year 


Get Perpetual Date & Amount 
Banks. 25c a day automatically 
keeps date up to date. Also regis- 
ters amount saved. Forces you to 
save daily or CALENDAR BANK 
won't change date. Use year after 
year. Order several. Reg. $3.50. 
Now only $1.99 each; 3 for $5.75; 
6 for $11. Personalized with brass 
Monogram in gold fin., $2.99; 2 for 
$5.5 Add 104 per bank postage. 
AFT, Dept. TN, 300 
Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 
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A Soothing Dressing- 
BURNS ¢ CHAFE @ 
MINOR CUTS e 
Skin Irritations ... 
MATURE’S BEsy 

PETROLEUM JELLY 
\3 
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READING GLASSES 
THAT MAGNIFY 


SPECIAL $995 


SALE PRICE 








'——O ffer Good for Limited Time Only 





Good News! Now order famous name Magnifying 
Glasses (regular $3.98) at Special Sale Price of only 
$2.95. FREE and EXTRA—special chemical glass 
cleaning cloth. Hurry—save money—order now! 

WEAR ON 10-DAY FREE TRIAL 
Now you can read smaller print. Magnifying glass for 
each eye. Wear like ordinary glasses. A joy for reading 
newspapers, phone book, Bible; for fine needlework, etc. 
Relieves eyestrain, squinting. For folks over 40 who 
need simple magnifying glasses only and don’t have 
astigmatism or other eye disease. Every lens guaran- 
teed. Scientifically precision-ground. Attractive, latest- 
style frames for men and women! No testing necessary. 
SEND NO MONEY! Order today from World's 
Largest Seller of Eyglasses by mail; thousands of satis- 
fied customers. Just send NAME, AGE, and SEX. Pay 
postman only $2.95 plus C.O.D. postage. Or send $2.95 
now and save postage. If not delighted, return within 
10 days for refund of purchase price. Act TODAY. 
ZEVEX CO., 5726 Broadway, Dept. E-312,Chicago 40, Ill. 
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Men 4v¢ Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 









If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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“Not before late tonight,” I said, 
“Pll come by at seven,” Frankie said 
“Just blow the horn,” I said. “T’l] oy 


out.” 


T WAS a meeting that never should hy, 

taken place. I don’t know what y 
blame it on: maybe it was the terribly] 
days of loneliness. the long unfulfille 
need for love, the desire for revenge jy 
what I knew to be Joe’s unfaith fulness, » 
old friend’s sympathetic shoulder to oq 
on, the lazy churning of the old windyijj 
For there. in Frankie’s parked car, hy 
started out as an emotional outpouring , 
troubles grew into understanding caress 
runaway emotions. and before either 
us realized what was happening we wer 
swept headlong into the swirling tide 9 
passion, 

There in the darkness, even while m 
voice cried out a testimony of ecstasy, | 
knew that Frankie was acting out of on 
pathy and me out of lonely sorrow, and 
the very futility of our desperate a 
seemed to increase our frenzy. ... 

Spent at last. I settled back into a come 
of the car. Frankie said nothing as }y 
started up the car and whirled it aroun 
toward town. Neither of us spoke until w 
drove up in front of my house. The 
Frankie turned to me with a strange look 
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in his eyes. “I’m sorry. Mary.” he said 
“I’m truly sorry.” 

I looked at him for a moment. then gi 
out of the car and dashed inside the hous 

I glanced at the clock inside and say 
it was almost ten. Quickly I peeked int 
Tommy’s room. He and my mother-in-lay 
were sleeping soundly, That was the only 
bond between us: Tommy. During our bit 
ter seige. she had not forsaken her grand 
son. and [ had not had it within my hear 
to keep him from her. 

Sleep came quickly that night. I won 
dered only briefly when Joe might come 
in, then IT let my mind wander back to the 
Old Mill. It never should have happened. 
[ knew it. but it had. And now, even in 
my moments of remorse. I could not truth: 
fully say T was not glad it had happened 

When morning came I arose early, awar 
suddenly that I was still in bed alone. Joe 
had not come home at all that night. 

I kept myself as busy as I could throug! 
the day. washing. cleaning, ironing, any 
thing to stay busy. That was some help 
staying busy. Joe’s poor mother couldn! 
even do that. She was becoming more and 
more pathetic as she moped about the 
house with no one to talk to but Tommy 
Her shoulders sagged more, and sh 
seemed to be getting thinner. What wa 
going to happen to us, imprisoned in ov 
house of hate? 

It was about three o’clock in the after 
noon when the telephone rang. It we 
Frankie. His voice sounded good ani 
warm and I found myself hoping he would 
tell me he would come by later. 

However, I noticed quickly the matter 
of-fact tone that came into his voice as 
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said, 


ikie saig 4: “Listen. Mary. and listen carefully. 
“TL conse KDW where Joe is.” 
“Joe? Where?” I said with surprise. 
“Calm yourself, and think about this 
should hed wie He’s with a girl—over on Maple 
ra aa all one thing to suspect it, but some- 
unfulli jin else to know it was so. “I see,” I 
revenge fy shortly. “Well, what’s fair for the 
fulness, y a is fair for the gander.” i 
Ider to en His manner suddenly irritated me. 
d windnil Well, I don’t see how you can say that,” I 
1 car, why pid curtly. M I 1 
tpouelill “fm sorry for you Mary, I truly am,’ 
*"Brankie said, “I know I never should have 
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Hhe situation, or at least try your best. 


bt last night happen, and—well, I’m guilty 
bo, guilty of the same thing you are guil- 
y of, failing Joe.” 

“Failing him? He failed me. 
rin his wife—” 
“I know. Mary,” 


After all 


Frankie cut in. “He 
you and his 
other. But Mary. you never should have 
forced him to make a choice, not openly 
His mother is an old woman who 


pnyway. 
like a child who 


heeds love and help. 
loesn’t always understand. But whenever 
he struck at you. you lashed back. It’s 
ough for a man to work all day and then 
walk into a Pier Six brawl at night. May- 
he it wasn’t your fault it was that way. 
but it was your responsibility to change 
But 
instead of using patience and understand- 
g with your mother-in-law, you insisted 
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hat Joe referee the fight, and he just 
rasn’t up to it.” 
“And last night?” 
ast night?” 

“IT admit I was wrong. I guess I acted 
ut of pity and a man’s natural desire and 
hat’s where I failed Joe, too. I’m supposed 
o be his friend. So it’s not going to hap- 
ven again. And if you want to keep your 
arriage, you ought to try talking to Joe 
then he comes in. I don’t mean nagging 
im, but let him know you still love him 
and want him. Otherwise, you'll lose him 


I said, “What about 


, Horever.” 


I never told Frankie I knew that what 
he was saying was right. I just listened a 
while longer and then he hung up and I 
sat there in this house where people had 
come to move about in silent hatred. 

Joe’s mother walked through the room, 
a bleak, empty shell of a woman. We had 


{fought each other. and we had both lost. 


And Frankie was right, I was the one who 
could have prevented it becoming a fight. 
The Bible said turn the other cheek. 
Joe’s mother stopped at the doorway and 
turned to me, and as if some unseen hand 
‘wept across the room, spreading the 
deep, dark despair of remorse, we moved 
toward each other, and with tears stream- 
ing from cheeks I put my arms around her. 

“Oh, Mary, what are we going to do? 
Are we ever going to get Joe back home?” 
she wept. 

“We're going to try, Mother,” I said, 
J calling her that for the first time. “We're 
going to try as hard as we can.” THE END 














Wm. J. Brand?’s 


LIQUID 


GRAY HAIRS need worry you no more 


HAIR COLORER 





WILL NOT TURN HAIR REDDISH | 








color, if properly applied. 


Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. No pack. No mess. 
ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save time and money! No one will suspect your 


hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots—just a uniform 


IT WILL NOT RUB OFF! ft stays on several months. Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, permanent waving, 
curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no matter how stubborn 
or how caused. BLACK stays BLACK. All cclors stay put. 

WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. Ycu can put it on just where needed. Can be used over 
other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna to advantage. 
DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. Full directions in each box in English 
and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium Brown, Light 
Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. (In ordering, please state cclor desired.) Price per box $3 cash with 
order or $3.45 COD [including Federal Tax). Order thru your Dept. Store, Druggist or direct from 


us. Your Money 








HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. T-2 
112 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


Back if Not Entire- 
ly Satisfied. 





Cut this ad out now and save for future reference. 














Subscribe To 
Tan Today 












id career, 
} Learn chairside and reception tech- 
nique, X-ray, lab, personality develop- 
ment. Simplified, personal instruction. If 
you are between 17 and 50, youcan begin 
in spare time at home and shorten class- 
work. Write now for FREE booklet. 


WAYNE SCHOOL piv. utitities inst. 
2522 Sheffield Lab: T-39, ) Gitenge 14 









Send For FREE BOOK! 





WHY, PAN Se 


PART ON ‘1: he 
oh PAYS27.75 


YMA 
uarantee 


H 
Kg 


we a 4 
-0.D. | $325 3 
PLUS CHARGES 
75 Marcel Iron 
FREE 


CTPROFESSIONAL 





ill CORA B54 





(immnitn=2, PES. Fons oS 
OIL STOVE FLORACO.80x88 
$2 RICHMOND 40 VA. 








Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL iis such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
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written money back guarantee. 
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I Made Her My Life 


(Continued from Page 23) 


years while I selfishly lavished all my love 
and affection on the child that was not 
even his. All I could think of was my 
daughter and the hasty marriage I was 
certain would ruin her life. 

I didn’t object to her getting married. 
In fact, that was the main reason I sent 
her away to school where she would meet 
voung men from good families, boys with 
a future. But the telegram which upset me 
so told me that my ambitions for Mary had 
been sidetracked by a penniless student 
who was trying to put himself through 
school by waiting on tables. He could 
barely support himself; how could he take 
care of my daughter, for whom I had 
worked so hard to give a better life than 
I'd had? 

More than anything else in the world I 
wanted my daughter to escape the kind of 
life I had. When she was born I vowed 
[ would let nothing on earth stop me from 
civing her everything I never had—in- 
cluding a chance to meet a man who would 
take care of her and give her even more 
than I. 

It wasn’t that my life started out so 
badly. It didn’t. Looking back, I guess 
that what happened to me was because 
[ built my whole life around my father. 
When the time came that he failed me—so 
| thought—things were never the same 
again. 

Dad wasn’t big. but he was broad and 
owerful, and his dark brown face wore 
in easy, confident smile that told you here 
was a man who could lick anything he 
tackled. And that’s the way it was all the 
time I was growing up. Dad worked hard 
ind provided well for us, and he always 
seemed to find time to play with his 
family; not just us kids but with Mom as 
well, He liked to tease her and would get 
into playful tussles with her. 

\lom would try to get away from him, 
running through the house with Dad right 
behind her. My brother Lonnie and I 
vould join in the fun, each of us grabbing 
one of Dad’s legs in a childish effort to 
top him. But then Dad would take long, 
careful strides, giving us a ride as we clung 
to him. 

[ was not quite twelve when all of a 
sudden all the fun and strength seemed 
to drain out of my father. He no longer 
smiled and was too tired and worn out to 
indulge in the horseplay we loved so well. 
[ couldn’t understand it and I wondered 
if perhaps he didn’t love us any more. I 
remember how, more and more, Mom took 
over the running of the household, while 
Dad sat around listlessly. He seemed to 
lirink in size, too. No longer did he ap- 
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pear to be the biggest, strongest, wisest 
man in the world. 

Dad lost his job and when he finally 
found another it was menial work that paid 
much less than he had been earning. 
Things got so rough that we had to move 
into a cheaper apartment. I tried to find 
out from my mother what was wrong, why 
nothing seemed to go right any more. but 
she would only look sad and tell me it was 
nothing to worry my pretty head over. 

Growing up. I guess I got to be a little 
stuck on myself. I considered myself better 
than the other kids in the neighborhood 
because when he was well my father gave 
me anything I asked for. He called me his 
“little sweetheart” and made me feel like 
somebody very special. I continued to feel 
that way even after Dad changed so much 
and I had to do without all the pretty things 
he used to give me. 

My feeling for my father changed. how- 
ever. I came to look on him as a complete 
failure. Most of that attitude was due to 
the fact that I was just entering my teens 
and found that I could no longer lord it 
over my schoolmates by boasting of how 
good my father was to me. 

I realize now that my father’s love for 
me never changed. But being young and 
immature I measured his love by things 
that didn’t count—the little surprises, the 
gifts, the special attention he gave me. 

By the time Dad passed away when I 
was fourteen, I had already made up my 
mind that the man I would someday marry 
would be everything I once thought my 
father was. My future husband would be 
big and strong; he would be generous and 
kind and loving. I be his little 


sweetheart. 

N\ Y DREAM of a Prince Charming to 
. rescue me from the dull. drab life I 
was forced to live grew more real to me 
as time passed. I hadn’t the slightest no- 
tion where he would come from or how I 
would ever meet him. I just knew that 
someday, somewhere. somehow we would 
get together and from then on life would 
be beautiful. 

I was sixteen when [ got married. No 
one in the world could have convinced me 
that Wardell hadn’t stepped out of one of 
my dreams. He was tall and so goodlook- 
ing it was a sin. If I’d had any sense I 
would have known right away he was the 
last person on earth for me. He could no 
more help attracting women than the sun 
can help shining. 

More than that, we were too much alike 
in too many ways. Wardell was the apple 
of his mother’s eye and was too accustomed 


would 


to having his own way, just as | alwadmethin; 
wanted my own way. We both wanted wy 
be the center of attention. We each nee Like § 
the very thing the other was unable ; 
give. wy wil 
But he looked like the man of Bully cal 
dreams, and for me that was enough, moth 
was too anxious to get away from the pf [twas 
happy memories and the routine existeysame by 
that my life had become. rsuadet 
I can’t truly say why Wardell pypouse of 
noticed me, with all the girls he had chagpot 2 £47 
ing after him. Partly it was because ey godlums 
though I practically swooned at the sigiP"* Bu 
of him, I was still vain enough to belief’ the b 
the man should do the pursuing. This y; : ‘f ] 
such a big change from the way most girk I “ 
acted around him Wardell was intrigues - 





smantic 


ocel 
Then too, there was that dream of mi ‘ad to 
The only way for it to come true, I } aah mi 


lieved, was to be the wife of the man whibyom, “1 
would take me out of my depressing sua hoy « 
roundings. But I instinctively realized thal ardell 
the quickest way to lose Wardell would bebot toucl 
to let him know I had marriage on m bis arms 
mind, It was 

I met Wardell at a church social and j bottle of 
wasn’t until much later that I discoveredgook a si 
that he had been there only by accident hweet ta: 
He wasn’t the kind of fellow who spent histhe othe: 
time at such tame affairs. I saw him com prowd at 
in with a couple of boys I knew, but afteh [t was 
the first breathtaking glance I pretended bwaying 
not to notice him. p corner 

I was talking with some friends whetfnoved o 
someone behind me said softly into my earhheart be 
“Let’s you and me go where we can havebet my h 








some fun, beautiful.” “Tm 
I turned slowly and looked up into hisiered fie 
light brown eyes. “I’m having a wonderfull “Are - 
time,” I said. forcing my voice to soundigsked, 
casual. “I’m so sorry you're not.” esses I 
My answer threw him off stride. but only} [ kno 
for a moment. “Oh. I’m doing all right.’ fnd in a 


he said quickly. “I’d just like to knowfhave ru 
you, that’s all.” tarted 

I smiled sweetly and said. “I'll be herefhaye tak 
all evening.” Then I turned back to myfno busir 
friends. The girls were amazed at the wayfin the fi 
I'd treated Wardell. But I pretended I} But x 
couldn’t care less how he took it. although fand I ce 
secretly I hoped he wouldn’t get angry and |me into 
leave. I knew nothing at all about boys Jwas an 
but in my ignorance I guess I did the very ffell acr« 
thing that made me interesting to Wardell. fent now 
It worked, because he stayed with me the }scared, 
rest of the evening, then asked to walk} would b 
me home. rememb 

After that, Wardell started coming 
around regularly. Mom thought he was 
too old for me, but that was all the more 
reason for me to hold onto him. When @ 
girl has marriage on her mind she’s got 
to have a fellow who is mature enough to 
take care of her. 

Right there was where I made my big: 
gest mistake. I took it for granted that 
Wardell was more grown-up than he actt- 
ally was. But before I found that out, 
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wanted A. whole life. 
ich need, Like so many young girls dazzled by 
unable Bnantic notions I let my emotions run 
7 
ay with me. I thought that Wardell 
in of gMally cared for me and I forgot everything * 
"nough, , mother had taught me. 
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pcorner and began to kiss me. His hands 
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FREE FOR 


my earfheart beat faster. His lips hard on mine 








an haveket my head whirling. 
“Tm crazy about you, baby,” he whis- 
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like a fairy princess. I just wanted a life 
of my own and someone to care for me, 
make me feel someone special. I would 
help my husband make a home and we 
would live happily ever after. 

I lived on that dream until the day I dis- 
covered I was going to have a baby. That’s 
when I learned I had been just another 
pushover for Wardell. He had already 
found another steady date. He was scared 
when I told him of my condition, but noth- 
ing I could say would make him agree to 
narry me. 

The shock of realizing what a fool I’d 
been made me ill for days. Mom wanted 
to know what was wrong, but I wouldn’t 
talk. For the first couple of days I refused 
to eat. At the end of the week, when I was 
till moping around the house. Mom called 
the doctor. She cried when he told her I 
vas pregnant. But tears didn’t help any. 
Nobody knew that better than I. 

\s soon as I felt better and got out of 
hed, Mom dragged me over to see War- 
lell’s folks. His father didn’t have much 
to say and it was easy to see who ran that 
amily. I wondered if Wardell was any- 
hing like his father, meek and easy going 
ind content to let someone else make the 
lecisions. 

The minute I laid eyes on Wardell’s 
other I knew she was going to make 
rouble for me, or any other girl who 
vanted her precious Wardell. At first she 
alled me a liar when I repeated my story 
if what happened, Then she demanded to 
<now how I was sure Wardell was the 
ather. 

“My Rozelle’s a good girl,” said Mom 
loyally. 

“Then how come she’s in this con- 
lition?” Wardell’s mother snapped. 

They started arguing and I started cry- 
ng and it was a whole big mess. I could 
ee that she would never let Wardell marry 
ne and worse than that, I realized then 
that he didn’t want to. I ran home, leaving 
\lom to reach whatever agreement she 
ould with that awful woman. 

[I didn’t fret long over my plight. I was 
soing to have a baby and I made up my 
ind that the child would never have to 
o through what I did. I prayed I would 
ave a girl. Then I would be able to pro- 
ect her and make sure she got the best of 
everything out of life. I’d learned a lot 
fter my affair with Wardell; I grew up 
ilmost overnight. 

Phe one thing I was determined to teach 

y child was not to be blinded by love and 
omance and all that stuff. The only thing 
that counted was being able to take care of 
ourself. My daughter—and I was positive 
ven before she was born that I would 

ive a little girl—would make a good 

iarriage. I decided there was nothing I 
ouldn’t do to make certain of that. 





FTER MARY WAS BORN, I worked 


hard. Mom took care of the baby for 


me, and with my brother Lonnie working 
we managed pretty well. Time passed 
quickly. Mary shot up like a weed. While 
she was still small you could tell that she 
was going to be tall and goodlooking like 
her father was. When it came to brains, 
she took after me. 

Not that I was so smart. What I'd let 
Wardell do to me proved that. But I taught 
my daughter to have a mind of her own, 
and not let herself be swayed by other 
people. I wanted her strong and independ- 
ent so that she could wait for the right man 
to come along. I carefully supervised her 
friends and quickly discouraged any 
puppy-love romances. 

When Mary was five years old, I married 
Gerald. He was a quiet, serious-minded 
man, who was not exciting like Wardell 
but dependable. He loved Mary at first 
sight and I knew that he was the man who 
could help me realize my dreams for my 
daughter. 

While she was growing up, Mary had 
everything a favorite child could have. I 
had transferred my own dreams to her, so 
I had Gerald buy things for Mary instead 
of me. Even after a son was born, Mary 
continued to receive royal treatment. 

Mom scolded me many times about spoil- 
ing Mary. Everybody else in the family 
was doing without lots of things in order 
for Mary to have what I thought she should 
have. “That’s no way to do,” Mom said. 
“We all want to do our best for our chil- 
dren and it was all right to give her every- 
thing when you were raising her by 
yourself. 

“But you’ve got a husband now. You 
owe him something too. And don’t think 
that little boy of yours doesn’t feel bad 
about being last all the time.” 

I didn’t try to argue with Mom. All I 
knew was that a girl had a hard way to go 
in life and I was going to make sure my 
daughter avoided the mistake I made. 
That’s why. when Mary started getting 
serious with a boy named Cecil who lived 
in the neighborhood, I got scared. I had 
to get her away from him. Far away. 

She was almost seventeen at the time, 
about the same age I was when I messed 
up my life. I came across an ad for a 
girls’ boarding school in the South and 
wrote to them. When I found out how 
much it would cost, I almost lost heart. 
But then, remembering all I'd sacrificed 
for Mary, I knew I couldn’t give up then. 

I told Gerald what I wanted to do. We 
didn’t have the money, so I said I’d go 
back to work. After Mary came out of the 
boarding school, I told Gerald, she would 
be old enough to choose the right kind of 
husband. And while she was away, she 
might even meet a young man who would 
be suitable. There were lots of well-to-do 
families in the South, I reminded Gerald. 





That settled the matter and I went when 

to work the next week. Shortly yf de it 
ward, I got the first sign that som 4" tryit 
was wrong with me. There was no , 4 soni 
just an annoying weakness that swept Bing P 


me at the strangest times. Once at 
I bent down to pick up something anjfqjNALL 
suffered a dizzy spell. were d 
Clara, one of the girls working with, ta mec 
brought me a glass of water as I slum wn to tl 
into a chair to rest. “What’s the may e long 
honey?” she asked. Then with a know hat my S 
smile, she added, “Maybe you're abou $oeded a 
increase the population.” “gy 
“Impossible!” I snapped. Another chil yet, th 
was not in my plans and I was posiihnner t 
that I had taken the proper precautiofjs haur 
Yet, there was the fear that maybe I} ould no’ 
slipped up. No, I couldn’t be pregnafjom Ger 
I just couldn’t! Mary just had to go awheatched 
to school. As it was, we would have erry int 
make a loan for most of the money, right, a 
When I suffered a similar spell tg “No!” 
weeks later, I began to get worried. I w&yshionak 
sure my strange illness had nothing to d&uddenly 
with an unwelcome pregnancy. But whibeeded t 
ever it was. I told myself sternly, I woulyscn't a 
not submit to sickness. All that was nec suppos 
sary was for me to be strong, as I hifi, embr 
always been, and it would pass. ed and 
As the time approached for Mary @hat I lo 
leave for school, I grew more and mg When 
excited. But Gerald was concerned. Ojo the | 
night he glanced up from the paper @ysitive 
which he was figuring out Mary’s expensfternly t 
lines of worry creasing his forehead. way I s 
was just thinking, darling. Maybe Wpstead « 
ought to let Mary go to school here &he time 
home for her first year. After that—"fbyamina‘ 
“No! She’s got to go now,” I sip into 
sharply. I'd had a hard day and I toiicheeks y 
out my irritation on him. I had forbidd@yy be a! 
Mary to see Cecil. but I had the feeli@lp,, Wilk 
that while I was away at work she Won my n 
sneaking off to be with him. The ¢ 
Gerald got up and came over to me. lifmustach 
arms went around me comfortingly. quiGGiles,” | 
ing the tremors that shook my whole boifsay is th 
“There, there, darling.” he soothed. “Wheard.” 
need to get all worked up about it. I kno§*first, | 
how you feel about Mary. I only wish yfew ine 
could find some time for Terry and detected 
For myself I don’t mind so much, but tito reme 
boy—” I stil] 
He stopped, embarrassed. I didn’t speifing, O 
for a long time, and Gerald changed “What 
subject. He suggested I go see the docte4 Prepare 
I half-agreed to, but I was sure nothilf “Exa 
was wrong with me. pleasan 
I had nothing to fear. I was as stroll A chi 
as I ever was. A little tired from workitfand spr 
on a job and taking care of the houslike a 
perhaps, but a new home was worth it. § pered h 
forced a smile and said reassuringly,} “A b 
don’t need a doctor, darling. All t ned course, 
is a little rest, and it won’t be long belo certain 
I have it when Mary leaves for schoof Fortun: 
Gerald seemed satisfied at that and {4 The 
then on I made a special effort to be at™M a jr 































| went } st whenever he was around. Somehow. 
ortly af made it through the next weeks, desper- 
Somethj y trying to bolster my failing strength 
S$ NO pa, tonics and various home remedies. 
Swept mithing seemed to do me any good. 
"€ at wy 
1ing anfiJNALLY, about two weeks before we 
were due to get the house, I decided to 
£ With mh a medical checkup. I dragged myself 
T slunplinyn to the doctor’s office. The tests didn’t 
he matigh e long and Dr. Wilkins agreed with me 
a knowidhpst my symptoms might mean only that I 
e aboutBeeded a rest. He told me to return in a 
eek. 
ther chill Yet, there was something in his sober 
S positifionner that added to the nagging fear 
ecautionghst haunted me. Hard as I might try, I 
ybe I hfwuld not completely hide my condition 


Pregnaitom Gerald. I remember the night he 
> £0 aWkeatched me strain to lift five-year-old 


1 have Merry into bed and said, “Losing a little 


ey. ight, aren’t you. honey?” 
spell t@ “No!” I caught myself and added, “It’s 
ed. I waashionable to be streamlined, you know.” 


ing to ®yddenly, I wanted his arms around me. I 
But Whieeded the reassurance of his love. I 
. I woilysn’t as strong and_ self-sufficient 
supposed. I felt feminine and weak in 
isembrace. I was more tired than I real- 
ed and it felt so good in Gerald’s arms 
hat I longed to remain there forever. 

When I ‘returned to the doctor’s office 
or the results of the tests I was not so 


as 




















DApPel Positive I could hold out. I told myself 
-XPeNkiernly that with the big day only a week 
head, way I should be bubbling over with joy, 


instead of drooping all over the place. By 
he time the nurse ushered me into the 
xamination room, I had worked myself 
p into a high state of excitement. My 
heeks were flushed and feverish. “I hope 
l be able to remember what you tell me, 
. Wilkins.” I gushed. “I’ve got so much 
nm my mind these days.” 

The doctor tugged thoughtfully at his 
ustache. “I think you'll remember, Mrs. 


say is the most important thing you’ve ever 





d. “Mheard.” He paused and picked up a folder. 
I knofFirst, I want to say that there are very 
vish YWfew incurable diseases today—if they are 
ind M4detected and treated in time. I want you 
but tifto remember that.” 

I still had no inkling of what was com- 
t speling. Only a vague air of anticipation. 
ged ‘W“What are you trying to do, doctor? 


Prepare me for the worst?” I said lightly. 

“Exactly, Cancer is not the 
pleasant topic one can discuss.” 

A chill turned my heart into an ice cube 
and spread through me, numbing my body 
like a winter wind. “Cancer?” I whis- 
pered hoarsely. 

“A biopsy will have to be performed, of 
course, but as of this moment, I’m pretty 
certain that is your trouble, Mrs. Giles. 
Fortunately, you came in time to—” 

; The rest of his words fell on my ears 
ma jumble. I sat there staring at him, 


most 
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" Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 
beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
oiliness. Make-up looks 
fresher, skin feels softer! 
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For a creamy, non-drying lipstick 
that stays on and on, always look 
for the name Black and White. 








perfect make-up 
base to keep you 
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“The 


fresh looking 


“Demands on my time are 

too many for me to have to 
Le fuss with my make-up. So it 
was a joy jo discover Black 
and White Vanishing Cream 
holds make-up on longer, 
keeps me fresh looking.” 






Mrs. Jane M. Brown 
Washington, D. C. 









Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 
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THRILLING ZODIAC READING—Health, 
Prospects, Events, Money outlook, Love, 
Friendship, etc. Send 10¢ (coin) and 
4¢ stamp for your true, amazing Fore- 
cast. State birthdate. NEWTON VALE 
(T. N.), 106, Adelaide Street West, 
Toronto, Canada. 
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itching burning skin 
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We have thousands 
of letters from 
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ing Colusa. If oth- 
ers were helped 
why not you? 
Send $2.00 today for 
large Trial Tube 
34 and be pleased or 
‘ money back 
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few BAKING al hort 


Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3232, Chicago 14, til. 
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Style Ne. 340 only 
Faster Easier For Double Bangs 
Side Slant Waves. STURDY DEEP 
CURL WAVE CLAMP makes Iatest 
back of head styles easier to handle. 
A variety of styles can be yours — 
easier and quicker. 
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Osend me tatest hair styling crimper 
C.0.D. Collect price $1.95 plus C.O.D. 
and postage on delivery. 

O Enclosed find $2 — payment in full. 
(You save all postage charges and get 
double coupons by mailing $2 cash or 
money order now.) 

Please print plainly on your envelope 

and coupon to speed delivery. 
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ying to grasp the full meaning of his 
:teful words. “— malignancy is located 
the cervix. or mouth of the womb,” the 
loctor was saying. “But thank goodness we 
an catch it in time. An operation will—” 
“Operation?” My throat was dry and 
py. “But we can’t afford an operation, 
octor!’ 
He smiled gently. “You can’t afford not 
have one, my dear.” 


9 


WAS completely crushed when I left 
the doctor’s office, The money we had 
for Mary’s tuition and expenses. An 
eration would take most of it and being 
the hospital during convalescence would 
an I couldn’t work and help with the 
ments. I couldn’t bear the thought of 
ing up my plan now. Yet, the alterna- 
e was even worse to contemplate. 
I decided not to say anything to Gerald, 
t just yet. I had to think things through, 
*t them straight in my own mind first. I 
rned you can’t live with a nightmare 
ever. After the first shock of the doc- 
s revelation wore off, I began to con- 
e myself that maybe he was wrong. 


That whatever was wrong with me, I could 
fight it myself. I’ll rest, 1 promised myself. 
I'll get lots of rest and fresh air. I won’t 
let this thing stop me. 

However, logic cut through such wishful 
thinking like a sharp knife. It’s funny, but 
once your attention has been called to 
something, it seems you can’t get away 
from reminders of it. For instance, for 
the first time, I began to notice all the 
public posters warning about the dangers 
of cancer. In buses, on billboards, in 
magazines. The American Cancer Society’s 
publicity campaign repeated the things the 
doctor had told me— that cancer was cura- 
ble if treated in time; that cancer is not 
contagious; it is not hereditary. 

Maybe Gerald was right. We could al- 
ways send Mary away the next year. We 
were both young and there was always the 
future, if I gave myself a chance at that 
future by getting the operation I needed. 

I had just about made up my mind to 
tell Gerald what the doctor had told me. 
Then, out of the blue came something that 
sealed my lips. It was the day before she 
was to go away that Mary confessed that 
she had been dating Cecil behind my back. 
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I hit the ceiling. “Why do you think 
worked and slaved all these years? 
screeched. “I won’t have you throw 
self away on a nobody who has nosh 
and never will!” 

“But we love each other,” Mary 
firmly. 

“Nonsense! After you’ve been a 
few weeks you'll forget him. You % 
make up your mind you're going to dg 
I say, young lady!” I told her. 

Mary left for school the following 
and after Gerald and I took out the 
we sent the money down to the schoo), 
said nothing about my illness. I told 
self it was not as bad as the doctor g¢ 
but only half-believed it. All I cared ab 
was that Mary was safely out of town, 

But I hadn’t counted on what happe 
next. Life has a way of playing tric 
you when you least expect it. There 
coed school in the same town as the boa 
ing schoo] where Mary was, and I les 
later that Cecil went down there. He 
rolled and worked after school waiting 
tables. 

That had been three monthis ago. 
as I lay crying on the bed. the fat 
telegram clutched in my hand, I real 
that once again I had been cheated out 
something I wanted so desperately 
desire for it twisted my whole life. 

My son Terry was like a stranger to 
Gerald and I were even farther apart, 
had not been a real wife to him for mon 
depriving him of my love and compar 
ship because I felt I had to work in o 
to send Mary to school. 

I realized too that I had never re 
understood my daughter. I felt so stre 
about things that I assumed she felt 
same way. I’d tried to mold her into 
image of what I had wanted to be. only 
find that I had failed her and the rest. 
my family as well. 

As I lay hovering between conscioust 
and the welcome blackness of unconsei 
ness, I was dimly aware of Gerald and 
doctor bending over me. I wondered if 
were too late for the operation I need 
wondered where we'd ever get the me 
for it. Tears came to my eyes as I real 
how I had cheated Gerald. Even if I 
the operation and it was successful it wo 
be months before I could be a real 
to him. 

Would he wait that long? Or had 
lost all hope? I wondered if he ec 
forgive me. I had sinned and I knew & 
it would take a lifetime of devotion to G 
and to my family to atone. i 

A year has passed since I went do 
in the valley of the shadow of death. I 
through only with the faith and love of 
husband to give me the will to live. Bu 
did learn to live—the right way. F 
now on my life is dedicated to others, 
selfishly to myself. THE 








